THE MAN IN THE GREY 
FLANNEL SUIT 



There are a great many men in grey flanfiel suits living 
in this post-war world. Tom Rath was just one of diem* 
but his story is* in essence* very much the story of thousands 
who have found the complexities of peace as hard to 
combat as the horrors of war. 

Tom Rath* as all the thousands like him* caught a 
suburban train every morning to his city office; he had 
a wife to whom he was devoted* and three small children 
whose future depended very much on what he managed 
to make of himself. Tom and Betsy lived in a small house 
they hated in a suburb they disliked. Their chief pre- 
occupation was the money they needed for all the things 
they wanted to do; their wartime dreams of the happy 
life they would enjoy in peace seemed to have become 
lost in a bewildering maze of anxieties. Tjiey had a fight 
on their hands — a fight to turn at least some of those 
dreams into reality. 

But it is not possible to turn from war to peace and 
wipe the scars off your soul as if you had never known 
terror or hatred — or passion* as if you had never seen men 
die under your hands. Tom Ra^h found his ambitious 
steps dogged by memory* by the cynicism of the man 
cwho has seen too much* by too little faith in himself. 
Nevertheless* he fought; and, with the help of Betsy* with 
her faith and her counsel and her insistence on uking risks, 
he wc^i. 
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1 


By the time they had lived sgven years in the little house on Green- 
tree Avenue in Westport, Connecticut, they both detested it. There 
were many reasons, none of them logical, but all of them compelling. 
For one thing, the house had a kind of evil genius for displaying 
proof of their weaknesses and wiping out all traces of Aeir strengths. 
The ragged lawn and weed-filled garden proclaimed to passers-by 
and the neighbours that Thomas R. Rath and his family disliked 
“working around the place” and couldn’t afford to pay someone else 
to do it. The interior of the house was even more vengeful. In the liv- 
ing room there was a big dent in the plaster near the floor, with a 
huge crack curving up from it in the shape of a question mark. That 
wall was damaged in the fall of 1952, when, after struggling for 
months to pay up the back bills, Tom came home one night to find 
thai Betsy had bougV ^ a out-glass vase for forty dollars. Such an ex- 
travagant gesture was utterly unlike hjr, at least since the war. Betsy 
was a conscientious household manager, and usually whcvi she did 
something Tom didn’t like, they talked (he matter over with careful 
reasonableness. But on that particular night, Tom was tired and wor- 
ried because he himself had just spent seventy dollars on a new suit 
he felt he needed to dress properly for his business, and at the climax 
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of a heated argtiment, he picked up the vLse and heaved it against the 
wall. The heavy glass sl^attered, the plaster cracVed, wd two of the 
lathes behind it broke. The next morning, Tom and Betsy worked to- 
gether on their knees to patch the plaster, and they repainted the 
whole wall, but when the paint dried, the big dent near the floor 
with the 'crack curving up from it almost to the ceiling in the shape 
of a question mark was still clearly visible. The fact that the crack 
was in the shape of a question mark did not seem symbolic to Tom 
and Betsy, nor even amusing — ^it was just annoying. Its peculiar 
shape caused people to stare at it abstractedly, and once at a cock- 
tail party one of the guests who had had a little too much to drink 
said, “Say, that’s funny. Did you ever notice that big question mark 
on your wall ?” 

“It’s only a crack,” Tom replied. 

“But why should it be in the form of a question mark.^” 

“It’s just coincidence.” ■ 

“That’s funny,” the guest said. 

Tom and Betsy assured each other thht someday they would have 
the whole wall replastered, but they never did. The crack remained 
as a perpetual reminder of Betsy’s moment of extravagance, Tom’s 
moment of violence, and their inability either to fix walls properly or 
to pay to have them fixqd. It seemed ironic to Tom that the house 
should preserve a souvenir of such things, while allowing’ evenings of 
pleasure and kindness to slip by without a trace. 

The crack in the living room was not the only reminder of the 
worst. An ink stain with hand marks on the wallpaper in Janey’s 
room commemorated one of the few times Janey ever wilfully de- 
stroyed property, and the only time Betsy ever lost her temper with 
her and struck her. Janey was five, and the middle one of the three 
Rath children. She did everything hard: she screamed when she 
cried, and when she was happy her small face seemed to hold 
for an instant all the joy in ‘the world. Upon deciding that she 
wanted to play with ink, s^e carefully poured ink over both her 
hands and made neat imprints on the wallpaper, from the floor to 
as high as she c*uld reach. Betsy was so angry that she slapped both 
her hands, and Janey, feeling she had simpjy been interrupted in 
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the midst of an artistic cndealour» lay on the ^d for an hour sobbing 
and rubbing her hai^ds in her eyes until her whole face was covered 
with ink. Feeling like a murderess, Betsy tried to comfort her, but 
even holding and rocking her didn’t seem to help, and Betsy was 
shocked to find that the child was shuddering. When Tom came 
home that night he found mother and daughter asleep on the bed 
together, tightly locked in each other’s arms. Both their faces were 
covered with ink. All this the wall remembered and recorded. 

. A thousand petty shabbinesses bore witness to the negligence of 
the Raths. The front door had been scratched by a dog which had 
been run over the year before. The hot-water faucet in the bathroom 
dripped. Almost all the furniture needed to be refinished, re -uphol- 
stered, or cleaned.' And besides that, the house was too small, ugly, 
and almost precisely like the houses on all sides of it. 

The Raths had bought the house in 1946, shortly after Tom had 
got out of the army and, at the suggestion of his grandmother, be- 
come an assistant to the director of the Schanenhauser Foundation, 
an organizatir i which an elderly millionaire had established to help 
finance scientihe research and the arts. They had told each other that 
they probably would be in the house only one or two years before 
they could afford something better. It took them five jears to realize 
that the expense of raising three children ^as likely to increase at 
least as fast*as Tom’s salary at a charitable foundation. If Tom and 
Betsy had been entirely reasonable, this might have caused them to 
start painting the place like crazy, but it had the reverse effect. With- 
out talking about it much, they both began to think of the house as 
a trap, and they no more enjoyed refurbishing it than a prisoner 
would delight in shining up .he bars of his cell. Both of them were 
aware that their feelings about the house were not admirable. 

“I don’t know what’s the matter with us,” Betsy said one night. 
“\^our job is plenty good enough. We’ve got three nice kids, and lots 
of people would be glad to have a house like this. We shouldn’t be so 
discontented all the time.” 

“Of course we shouldn’t!” Tom said. 

Their words sounded hollow. It was curious to believe that that 
house with the crack in the form of a question mark on the wall and 
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the ink stains on the wallpaper was pi^bably the end of their per^ 
sonal road. It was impc^sible to believe. Somehow something would 
have to happen. 

Tom thought about his house on that day early in June 1953, 
when a friend of his named Bill Hawthorne mentioned the possibil- 
ity of a job at the United Broadcasting Corporation. Tom was having 
lunch with a group of acquaintances in The Golden Horseshoe, a 
small restaurant and bar near Rockefeller Centre. 

“I hear we’ve got a new spot opening up in our public-relations de- 
partment,” Bill, who wrote promotion for United Broadcasting, said. 
“I think any of you would be crazy to take it, mind you, but if you’re 
interested, there it is. . . 

Tom unfolded his long legs under the .table and shifted his big 
body on his chair restlessly. “How much would it pay?” he asked 
casually. 

“I don’t know,” Bill said. ‘‘Anywhere from eight to twelve thou- 
sand, rd guess, according to how good a hold-up man you are. If 
you try for it, ask fifteen. I’d like to see somebody stick the bastards 
good.” 

It was fashionable that summer to be cynical about one’s employ- 
ers, and the piumotion men were the most cynical of all. 

“You can have it,” Clfff Otis, a young copy writer for a large ad- 
vertising agency, said. “I wouldn’t want to get into a rat race like 
that.” 

Tom glanced into his glass and said nothing. Maybe I could get 
ten thousand a year, he thought. If I could do that, Betsy and I might 
be able to buy a better house. 
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When Tom stepped off the train at Westport that night, he stood 
among a crowd of men and looked towards the corner of the station 
where Betsy usually waited for him. She was there, and involuntarily 
his pace quickened at the sight of her. After almost twelve years of 
^marriage, he was still not quite used to his good fortune at having 
acquired such a pretty wife. Even with her light-brown hair some- 
what tousled, as it was now, she looked wonderful to him. The 
slightly rumpled cotton house dress she was wearing innocently dis- 
played her slim-waisted but full figure to advantage, and although 
she looked a little tired, 4ier smile was bright and youthful as she 
waved to ^um Because he felt it so genuinely, there was always a 
temptation for him to say to her, “How beautiful you are!” when he 
saw her after being away for the day, but he didn’t, because long ago 
he had learned th 't slic was.perhaps the one woman in the world 
who didn’t li .c such compliments. “Don’t keep telling me I’m 
pretty,” she had said to him once with real impatience in her voice. 
“I’ve been told that ever since I was twelve years old. If you want to 
compliment me, tell me I’m something I’m not. Tell^e that I’m a 
marvellous housekeeper, or that I don’t have a selfish bone in mv 
body.” 

N(jw he hurried towards her. “Hi!” he said. “It’s good to get home. 
How did things go with you today 

“Not so well,” she replied rucfullv. “Brace yourself.” 

“Why, what happened^” he said, and kissed her lightly. 

“Barbara’s got the chicken pox, and the washing machine broke 
down.” 

“Chicken pox!” To n s^ld, “Do they get very sick with that.^” ’ 

“No, but according to Dr. Spock, it’s messy. The other two will 
probably get it. Poor Barbara feels awful. And I think wc’rf going to 
have to buy a new washing machine.” 

They clir ibcd into their old Ford. On the way honjc they stopped 
at a drugstore, and Tom bought Barbara a toy lamb. Barbara was six 
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and wanted nothing bii| toy lambs. Wh^n they got to Greentree Ave- 
nue, the little house looked more monotonous jthan ever, and Tom 
saw that the front lawn needed cutting. Janey, followed by his son, 
Pete, ran to meet him as he opened the front door. ‘‘Barbara’s got the 
chicken pox, and we’re all going to get it I” she said delightedly. 
“Mother says sp!’’ 

Lucy Hitchcock, who lived next door and who had been staying 
with the children while Betsy drove to the station, was sitting in the 
living room watching a puppet show on television. She got up to go, 
and while Tom was thanking her, Janey saw the parcel he was hold- 
ing in his hand. “What’s that?’’ she demanded. 

“A present for Barbara because she’s sick.’’ 

“Did you bring anything for me?’’ 

“No. You’re not sick yet.” 

“That’s not fair!'' Janey said, and began to howl. Without making 
any inquiries, Pete began to howl too. 

“Barbara’s sicker Tom said. 

“You always bring her presents and you never bring me any,’’ 
Janey retorted, 

“That’s not true,’’ Tom said. 

“No tclevisjpn!” Betsy said. “If you children don’t stop this non- 
sense immediately, no toJevision for a week.” 

“Not fair!'' Janey said. 

“This is your last chance!” Betsy said. “Be quiet.” 

“. . . fair,” Janey murmured. 

“All right, that docs it,” Betsy said. “No television for a week!” 

Redoubled howls came from Janey and Pete, until Betsy relented 
on condition that they both be quiet for the rest of the evening. 
Mournfully the children followed Tom upstairs. He found Barbara 
in bed, with her small face already a mass of sores, “Did you bring 
me a present?” she asked eagerly. 

He gave her the parcel. “A lamb!” she said delightedly when she 
unwrapped it. “Another lamb!” 

“I didn’t want another lamb anyway,” Janey said. “Lambs are 
silly.” 

“They’re not silly!” 
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“Quiet! Not another word!” Betsy said, coming into the room 
with a glass of water and medicine for Barbara. 

Tom went downstairs and mixed a Martini for Betsy and himself. 
When Betsy came down, they sat in the kitchen, sipping their drinks 
gratefully while the children played in the living room and watched 
television. The linoleum on the kitchen floor was beginning to wrin- 
kle. Originally it had been what the builder described as a “bright, 
basket-weave pattern,” but now it was scuffed, and by the sink it was 
.^yvorn through to the wood underneath. “We ought to get some new 
linoleum,” Betsy said. “We could lay it ourselves.” 

“I heard about a new job today,” Tom said. “Pubhc relations. 
United Broadcasting Corporation.” 

“How much does it pay?” 

“Probably a good deal ntore than I’m getting now.” 

There was an instant of silence before she said, “Are you going to 
try for it?” 

“I might.” 

Betsy finishc'^ hrr drink and poured herself another. “I’ve never 
thought of you as a public-relations man,” she said soberly. “Would 
you like it?” 

“I’d like the money.” 

Betsy sighed. “It would be wonderful to g^ out of this house,” she 
said. 


3 


The next morning, Tom put on his best suit, a freshly cleaned and 
pressed grey flannel. On his way to work he stopped in Grand Cen- 
tral Station to buy a cledn white handkerchief and to^ave his shoes 
shined. During his luncheon hour he set out to visit the United 
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Broadcasting Corporation. As he walked across Rockefeller Plaza, 
he thought wryly of the days when he and Betiy had assured each 
other that money didn’t matter. They had told each other that when 
they were married, before the war, and during the war they had 
repeated it in long letters. “The important thing is to find a kind 
of work you really like, and something that is useful,” Betsy had 
written him. “The money doesn’t matter.” 

The hell with that, he thought. The real trouble is that up to now 
we’ve been kidding ourselves. We might as well admit that what we 
want is a big house and a new car and trips to Florida in the winter, 
and plenty of life insurance. When you come right down to it, a man 
with three children has no damn right to say that money doesn’t 
matter. • 

There were eighteen elevators in the lobby of the United Broad- 
casting building. They were all brass coloured and looked as though 
they were made of money. The receptionist in the personnel office 
was a brcathtakingly beautiful girl with.money-coloured hair — a sort 
of copper gold. “Yes?” she said. 

“I want to apply for a position in the public-relations department.” 

“If you will sit down in the reception room, I’ll arrange an inter- 
view for you,”^he said. 

The company had a policy of giving all job applicants an inter- 
view. Every year about twenty thousand people, most of them wildly 
unqualified, applied for jobs there, and it was considered poor pub- 
lic relations to turn them away too abruptly. Beyond the reception- 
ist’s desk was a huge waiting room. A rich wine-red carpet was on 
the floor, and there were dozens of heavy leather armchairs filled 
with people nervously smoking cigarettes. On the walls were enor- 
mous coloured photogi aphs of the company’s leading radio and televi- 
sion stars. They were all youthful, handsome, and unutterably rich- 
appearing as they smiled down benignly on the job applicants. Tom 
picked a chair directly beneath a picture of a big-bosomed blonde. He 
had to wait only about twenty minutes before the receptionist told 
him that a Mr. Everett would see him. Mr. Everett’s office was a cu- 
bicle with walls of opaque glass brick, only about three times as big 
as a priest’s conressio,nal. Everett himself was a man about Tom’s age 
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and was also dressed in a gfcy flannel suit. The uniform of the day, 
Tom thought. Somebody must have put out an order. 

“I understand tha't you arc interested in a position in the public- 
relations department,” Everett said. 

“I just want to explore the situation,” Tom replied. “I already have 
a good position with the Schanenhauser Foundation, but I’m consid- 
ering a change.” 

It took Everett only about a minute to size Tom up as a “possibil- 
ity.” He gave him a long printed fc/rm to fill out and told him he’d 
hear from the United Broadcasting Corporation in a few days. Tom 
spent almost an hour filling out all the pages of the form, which, 
among other things, required a list of the childhood diseases he had 
had and the names of countries he had visited. When he had fin- 
ished, he gave it to the gicl with the hair of copper gold and rang for 
one of Lhe golden elevators to take him down. 

Five days later Tom got a letter from Everett saying an interview 
had been arranged for him with Mr. Gordon Walker in Room 3672 
the following ^londay at ii vx) \.m. In the letter Walker was given 
no title. Tom didn’t know whether he were going to have another 
routine interview, or whether he were actually being considered for 
a position. He wondered whether he should tell Dick Haver, the di- 
rector of the Schanenhauser Foundation, that he was Iboking for an- 
other job. The danger of not telling him was that the broadcasting 
company might call him for references any time, and Dick wouldn’t 
be pleased to find that Tom was applying for another job behind his 
back. It was important to keep Dick’s good will, because the broad- 
casting company’s decision might depend on the recommendation 
Dick gave him. In any one of a thousand ways, Dick could damn 
him, without Tom’s ever learning about it. All Dick would have to 
do when the broadcasting company telephoned him would be to say, 
“Tom Rath.? Well, I Jonk know. I don’t think I’d want to go on rec- 
ord one way or the other on Mr. Rath. He’s a nice person, you un- 
derstand, an awfully nice person. I’d be perfectly willing- trf -ay that!”. 

On the other hand, it would be embarrassing to tell Dick he was 
seeking another job and then be unable to find one. Jorn decided to 
delay seeing Dick until after he had had his next interview. 
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Walker’s outer office was impressive. As soon as Tom saw it» he 
knew he was being seriously considered for a job, and maybe a pretty 
good one. Walker had two secretaries^ one chosen for looks, appar- 
ently, and one for utility. A pale-yellow carpet lay on the floor, and 
there was a yellow leather armchair for callers. Walker himself was 
closeted in an inner office which was separated from the rest of the 
room by a partition of opaque glass brick. 

The utilitarian secretary told Tom to wait. It was extremely quiet. 
Neither of the two girls was typing, and although each had two tele- 
phones on her desk and an interoffice communication box, there was 
no ringing or buzzing. Both the secretaries sat reading typewritten 
sheets in black notebooks. After Tom had waited about half an hour, 
the pretty secretary, with no audible or visible cue, suddenly looked 
up brightly and said, “Mr. Walker will see you now. Just open the 
door and go in.” 

Tom opened the door and saw a fat pale man sitting in a high- 
backed upholstered chair behind a kidney-shaped desk with nothing 
on it but a blotter and pen. He was in his shirt sleeves, and he 
weighed about two hundred and fifty pounds. His face was as white 
as a marshmallow. He didn’t stand up when Tom came in, but he 
smiled. It was a surprisingly warm, spontaneous smile, as though he 
had unexpectedly recognized an old friend. “Thomas Rath?” he 
said. “Sit down! Make yourself comfortable! Take off your coat!” 

Tom thanked him and, although it wasn’t particularly warm, took 
off his coat. There wasn’t any place to put it, so, sitting down in the 
comfortable chair in front of Walker’s desk, he laid the coat awk- 
wardly across his lap. 

“I’ve read the application forms you filled out, and it seems to me 
you might be quali^ed for a new position we may have opening up 
here,” Walker said. “There are just a few questions I want to ask 
you.” He was still smiling. Suddenly he touched a button on the arm 
of his chair and the back of the chair dropped, allowing him to re- 
cline, as though he were in an airplane seat. Tom could sec only his 
face across the top of the desk. 

“You will cfkcuse me,” Walker said, still smiling. “The doctor says 
I must get plenty of rest, and this is the way I do it.” 
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Tom couldn’t think of an]^thing more appropriate to say than “It 
looks comfortable. . . 

“Why do you want to work for the United Broadcasting Corpora- 
tion?” Walker asked abruptly. 

“It’s a good company . . Tom began hesitantly, and was sud- 
denly impatient at the need for hypocrisy. The sole reason he wanted 
to work for United Broadcasting was that he thought he might be 
able to make a lot of money there fast, but he felt he couldn’t say 
<ihat. It was sometimes considered fashionable for the employees of 
foundations to say that they were in it for the money, but people 
were supposed to work at advertising agencies and broadcasting 
companies for spiritual reasons. 

“I believe,” Tom said, “that television is developing into the great- 
est medium for mass education and entertainment. It has always fas- 
cinated me, and I would like to work with it. . . .” 

“What kind of salary do you have in mind?” Walker asked. Tom 
hadn’t expected the question that soon. Walker was still smiling. 

“The salary * >n’i the primaty consideration with me,” Tom said, 
trying desperately to come up with stock answers to stock questions. 
“I’m mainly interested in finding something useful and worth while 
to do, I have personal responsibilities, however, and I would hope 
that something could be worked out to enab]|! me to meet them. . . .” 

“Of courscj” Walker said, beaming more cheerily than ever. “I un- 
derstand you applied for a position in the public-relations depart- 
ment. Why did you choose that?” 

Because I heard there was an opening, Tom wanted to say, but 
quickly thought better of it and substituted a halting avowal of life- 
long interest in public relations. “I think my experience in working 
with people at the Schanenhauser Foundation would be helpful,” he 
concluded lamely. 

“I see,” Walker saia kindly. There was a short silence before he 
added, “Can you write?” 

“I do most of the writing at the Schanenhauser Foundation,” Tom 
said. “The annual report to the trustees is my job, and so are most of 
the reports on individual projects. I used to be editoraof my college 
paper.” 
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“That sounds fine,” Walker said casually. “I have a litde favour I 
want to ask of you. I want you to write me youf autobiography.” 

“What?” Tom asked in astonishment. 

“Nothing very long,” Walker said. “Just as much as you can man- 
age to type out in an hour. One of my girls will give you a room 
with a typewriter.” 

“Is there anything in particular you want me to tell you about?” 

“Yourself,” Walker said, looking hugely pleased. “Explain yourself 
to me. Tell me what kind of person you are. Explain why we should 
hire you.” 

“FIl try,” Tom said weakly. 

“You’ll have precisely an hour,” Walker said. “You see, this is a de- 
vice I use in employing people — I find it most helpful. For this par- 
ticular job, I have twenty or thirty applicants. It’s hard to tell from a 
brief interview whom to choose, so I ask them ^11 to write about 
themselves for an hour. You’d be surprised how revealing the results 
are. ...” 

He paused, still smiling. Tom said nothing. 

“Just a few hint?,” Walker continued. “Write anything you want, 
but at the end of your last page, I’d like you to finish this sentence: 
‘The most sigjfiificant fact about me is . . .’ ” 

“The most significant fact about me is . . Tom repeated idiot- 
ically. 

“The results, of course, will be entirely confidential.” Walker lifted 
a bulky arm and inspected his wrist watch. “It’s now five minutes to 
twelve,” he concluded. “I’ll expect your paper on my desk at pre- 
cisely one o’clock.” 

'Tom stood up, put on his coat, said, “Thank you,” and went out 
of the room. The utilitarian secretary already had a stack of type- 
writing paper ready for him. She led him to a small room a few 
doors down the hall in which were a typewriter and a hard office 
. chair. Thfcrc was a large clock on the wall. The room had no win- 
dows. Across the ceiling was a glaring fluorescent light which made 
the bare whitt^ placer walls look yellow. The secretary walked out 
without a word, shutting the door silently behind her. 

Tom sat down in the chair, which had been designed for a stenog- 
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rapher and was far too small for him. Son of a bitch, he thought— 
I guess the laws. about cruel and unusual punishment don’t apply to 
personnel men. He tried to think of something to write, but all he 
could remember was Betsy and the drab little house and the need to 
buy a new washing machine, and the time he had thrown a vase that 
cost forty dollars against the wall. ‘‘The most significant fact about 
me is that I once threw a vase costing forty dollars against a wall.” 
That would be as sensible as anything else he could think of, but he 
doubted whether it would get him the job. He thought of Janey say- 
mg, “It isn’t fair!" and the worn linoleum on the kitchen floor. “The 
most significant fact about me is . . .” It was a stupid sentence to 
ask a man to finish. 

I have children, he thought— that’s probably the most significant 
fact about me, the only qnc that will have much importance for 
long. A»^> il Ing about a man can be summed up in numbers. Thomas 
R. Rath, thirty-three years old, making seven thousand dollars a 
year, owner of a 1939 Ford, a six-room house, and ten thousand 
dollars’ worth of G.I. Life Ii^urance which, in case of his' death, 
would pay his widow about forty dollars a month. Six feet one and 
a half inches tall; weight, 198 pounds. He served four and a half 
years in the Army, most of it in Europe and the rest in the South 
Pacific. 

Another statistical fact came to him then, a fact which he knew 
would be ridiculously melodramatic to put into an application for a 
job at the United Broadcasting Corporation, or to think about at all. 
He hadn’t thought about this for a long while. It wasn’t a thing he 
had deliberately tried to forget — ^he simply hadn’t thought about it 
for quite a few years. It was the unreal-sounding, probably irrelevant, 
but quite accurate fact that he had killed seventeen men. 

It had been during the war, of course. He had lieen a paratrooper. 
Lot^ of other people hadtkilled more men than he had. Lots of 
bomber crews and artillerymen had, but, of course, they never really 
knew it. Lots of infantrymen and lots of paratroopers had, ^ad most 
of them knew it. Plenty of men had been dropped behind the enemy 
^ lines, as Tom had been on five different occasions, and^they had had 
to do some of their killing silently, with blackjacks and knives. They 
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had known what they were doing, and most of them were healthy 
enough not to be morbid about it, and not to be proud of it, and not 
to be ashamed of it. Such things were merely part of the war, the 
war before the Korean one. It was no longer fashionable to talk 
about the war, and certainly it had never been fashionable to talk 
about the number of men one had killed. Tom couldn’t forget the 
number, “seventeen,” but it didn’t seem real any more; it was just a 
small, isolated statistic that nobody wanted. His mind went blank. 
Suddenly the word “Maria” flashed into it. 

“The most significant fact about me is that I . . .” 

Nonsense, he thought, and brought himself back to the present 
with a jerk. Only masochists can get along without editing their own 
memories. Maria was a girl he had known in Italy during the war, a 
long time ago, and he never thought about her any more, just as he 
never thought about the seventeen men he had killed. It wasn’t al- 
ways easy to forget, but it was certainly necessary to try. 

“The most significant fact about me is that for four and a half 
years my profession was jumping out of airplanes with a gun, and 
now I want to go into public relations.” 

That probably wouldn’t get him the job, Tom thought. “The most 
significant ^^ct about me is that I detest the United Broadcasting 
Corporation, with all its soap operas, commercials, and yammering 
studio audiences, and the only reason Fm willing to spend my life in 
such a ridiculous enterprise is that I want to buy a more expensive 
house and a better brand of gin.” 

That certainly wouldn’t get him the job. 

“The mast significant fact about me is that I’ve become a cheap 
cynic.” 

That would not be apt to get him the job. 

“The most signiheant fact about me is that as a young man in col- 
lege, I played the mandolin incessantly. I, champion mandolin pfayer, 
am applying to you for a position in the public-relations depart- 
ment!” 

That would not be likely to get him far. Impatiently he sat down< 
at the typewriter and glanced at his wrist watch. It was a big loud- 
ticking wrist watch with a black face, luminous figures, and a red 
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sweep hand that rapidly ticked off the seconds. He had bought it 
years ago at an Army post exchange and had worn it all through 
the war. The watch was the closest thing to a good-luck charm he 
had ever had, although he never thought of it as such. Now it was 
more reassuring to look at than the big impersonal clock on the wall, 
though both said it was almost twelve-thirty. So far he had written 
nothing. What the hell, he thought. I was a damn fool to think I 
wanted to work here anyway. Then he thought of Betsy asking, as 
she would be sure to, “Did you get the job? How did it go?” And 
he decided to try. 

“Anybody’s life can be summed up in a paragraph,” he wrote. “I 
■was born on November 20, 1920, in my grandmother’s house in South 
Bay, Connecticut. I was graduated from Covington Academy in 
1937, and from Harvard College in 1941. I spent four and a half 
years in the Army, reaching the rank of captain. Since 1946, I have 
been employed as an assistant to the director of the Schanenhauser 
Foundation. I live in Westport, Connecticut, with my wife and three 
children. From r’ e jx)int of vieV of the United Broadcasting Cor- 
poration, the most significant fact about me is that I am applying for 
a position in its public-relations department, and after an initial pe- 
riod of learning, I probably would do a good job. I wil^be glad to 
answer any questions which seem relevant, but after considerable 
thought, I havo decided that I do not wish to attempt an autobiogra- 
phy as part of an application for a job.” 

He typed this paragraph neatly in the precise centre of a clean 
piece of paper, added his name and address, and carried it into Walk- 
er’s office. It was only quarter to one, and Walker was obviously sur- 
prised to see him. “You’ve still got fifteen minutes!” he said. 

“I’ve written all I think is necessary,” Tom replied, and handed 
him the almost empty page. 

Wilker read it slowly, his big pale face expressionless. When he 
had finished it, he dropped it into a drawer. “We’ll let you know our 
decision in a week or so,” he said. 
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“How DIO THE INTERVIEW GO?” Bctsy askcd him that night as soon 
as he got of! the train. “Tell me aU about it!” 

“I don’t know,” Tom said. “I wouldn’t get my hopes up. I’m one 
of about forty people being considered.” 

“You’ll get it,” she said. “I’m sure you will.” 

“Don’t get your hopes up.” 

“I talked to a real-estate agent today,” she replied. “He said we 
could probably get fifteen thousand dollars for our house, maybe 
more. And he’s got some wonderful places selling for about thirty 
thousand!” 

“For Pete’s sake!” Tom said. “Aren’t you rushing things a little?” 

“It doesn’t do any harm to plan, does it?” she asked with an in- 
jured air. 

“You better just pretend nothing’s happened at all,” he said. “Then 
you won’t be disappointed if nothing does happen.” 

Tom tried not to think about the interview with Walker. Probably 
it would be a week or two before he heard from United Broadcast- 
ing, he figured, but as things turned out, a letter from Walker arrived 
at Westport only three days later. Betsy took it from the postman, 
ripped it open, and immediately called Tom at the Schanenhauser 
Foundation. “It’s here!” she said. “The postman just brought it! 
Walker wants to see you at eleven o’clock next Tuesday for another 
interview.” 

“Fine,” Tom said noncommittally. 

“That means things must be getting pretty serious, doesn’t it? I 
mean, they wouldn’t want to see you a£;ain if you didn’t make a 
pretty good impression last time.” 

“Mayfc." 

“Don’t be stuffy,” Betsy said. “I feel like celebrating. Tonight ^ 
we’r.e going {o have steak and sparkling Burgundy, and to hell 
with the cost.” 

She hung up before he could object. She’s probably right about one 
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thing, he thought— I don’t think Walker would want to see me if he 
didn’t have anything for me. It was time to talk to Dick Haver, 
his boss at the foundation, Tom concluded. 

Dick Haver was a tall, tweedy man who had been a college pro- 
fessor. “Why do you want to leave?” he asked Tom that afternoon 
when Tom had explained the situation. 

“Money,” Tom said. “I have three children and I need more 
money than I think I can make here in the immediate future.” 

Haver smiled wanly. “How much do you think you need?” he 
asked. 

“I’d like ten thousand,” Tom said. “And later, I’d like to think I 
could make more.” 

“You could here — in time,” Haver said. 

“How much time?” 

“Five jf wIa years maybe. Up to now, you’ve been doing fairly 
well.” 

“I’d like a place where there would be more opportunity for rapid 
advancement,” Tr^m said. 

“Don’t make cur decision too quickly,” Haver replied. “I’ll talk 
the matter over with some of the others here, and we’ll see if we 
can do a little more for you. I’m not at all sure you’d like it over at 
United Broadcasting.” 

“Why not?’; 

“It’s just a feeling I have,” Haver said. “Think it over and make 
your own decision, of course.” 

“Nuts!” Betsy exclaimed that night when Tom told her about his 
conversation with Haver. “The old goat is just trying to hang on to 
you! He’ll come up with an offer of some piddling raise you should 
have gotten two years ago, and every time you vvant another one, 
you’ll have to threaten to quit!” 

She sipped her sparkling Burgundy reflectively a moment. “You 
know what you ought to do now?” she said. “You ought to\o have 
a talk with Grandmother. After all, she told you about the job at 
the foundatira m the first place, and she might have w^s of finding 
out whether Haver really will have anything big for you. Anyway, 
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she ought to know you’re thinking about leaving;— she’d be hurt if 
she found out about it from anyone else.” 

“I guess so,” Tom said reluctantly. “I’ll take a run up to see her 
Saturday.” 

Early Saturday morning he drove to South Bay alone, because by 
that time all three of the children had chicken pox and Betsy had to 
stay with them. South Bay is a small town not far from Stamford. 
When Tom approached it, he got a curious feeling of home-coming 
which was still strong, despite all the years that had passed since 
he had lived there. The wide, elm-shaded main street had changed 
since the war. Brightly painted one-story houses filled the fields 
where Tom had hunted rabbits as a boy, and even the old nine-hole 
golf course had miraculously become something called “Shoreline 
Estates,” in spite of the fact that it was a good two miles inland. The 
road leading from the main street to his grandmother’s house had 
changed little, however. The great brick and stone mansions were 
not quite so well kept as they had been when Tom had ridden his 
bicycle past them, but they still seemed comfortable, solid, and much 
more permanent than the recently built structures on the golf course, 
which looked as though they were quite capable of disappearing as 
quickly as ihey had come. At the end of a row of big houses, the road 
narrowed and started* up a steep hill. The old Ford groaned as Tom 
shifted it into second gear. There were two sharp tiirns in the road 
made necessary by massive outcroppings of rock which gave the hill 
the appearance of a mountain. It was on the second of^these turns 
that Tom’s father, Stephen Rath, had been killed thirty )|ears ago, 
before Tom was old enough to remember him. Stephen kath had 
been driving down the road very late one night at what must have 
been a vicious speed and had slammed into the rock so hard that his 
automobile had been com^. letely demolijshed. Tom had never found 
why his father had been driving down that narrow road so fast 
at sucl^an odd hour, and long ago he had learned to stop wondering 
about it. Now as he passed the rock, 
had ever since, at the age of five, 1: 
where his fither had beep killed. 

Stone posts topped by iron urns 

- 20 - 


» he glanced awa; 
le learned 




trance to the driveway of his grandmother’s house. Beyond them 
were the carriage house, which itself was bigger than Tom’s home in 
Westport, and the ro3c garden in which his mother and he had 
spent so many sunny mornings long ago. In the corner of the rock 
garden stood a heavy stone bench, now almost entirely surrounded 
by bushes which once had been kept neatly trimmed. At the sight of 
it, Tom was beset by the same old mixture of emotions from which 
he always suffered when he visited the place, as though each object 
there were possessed of a special ghost which leaped out at him as 
soon a§ he passed through the gates. His mother had spent countless 
afternoons sitting on that bench and watching him as he played. 
Once, when he was about seven years old, he had noticed two lines 
of verse carved in bold script across the back of the bench. With his 
forefinger he had traced out* the letters grooved in the warm stone 
and had asked his mother what they meant. Now, almost thirty 
years later, he could still remember the bitterness in her voice as she 
read: ‘'The lark’s on the wing; the snail’s on the thorn: God’s In his 
heaven — all’s right with the world!” 

He looked quickly aw;)y from the bench which had become so 
strangely surrounded by bushes, and continued along the driveway. It 
led to the top of the hill, on the highest point of which ^as the old 
mansion itself, a tall Victorian structure with a tower at one end 
that had been designed to appear even larger and more grandiose 
than it was. The wind that almost always blew there seemed full of 
voices. 

“It’s a dwarfed castle,” he remembered his mother saying bitterly 
the year before she died of pneumonia, when he was fifteen years 
old. “When your father first took me here before we were engaged, 
he joked about dwarfs in armour behind the parapets at the top of the 
tower. ...” 

“Hire, it’s for you!” he remembered another voice saying, the voice 
of his grandmother. She had been holding a beautifully polished, 
old-fashioned, deep-bellied mandolin out to him— he couldn\ have 
^n more than ten or twelve years old at the time. “Your father 
used to play it,” she had said. “Maybe you’d like to learn.” 

Now Tom paused at the top of the hill. There was a breath-taking 
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view of Long Island Sound, with the bright water mottled by the 
shadows of clouds. The grass on both sides of the driveway had 
grown long. Looking at it, Tom remembered the days when it had 
been kept as carefully as a putting green and felt the first pang of the 
rising annoyance he feared every time he went there, the rage at his 
grandmother’s refusal to sell the place, and her calm willingness to 
pour into it what little was left of the money she had inherited from 
her husband and father. 

“I love this place, and I’ll keep it as long as I can pay the taxes on 
it,” she had said when, shortly after the war, Tom had suggested 
that she move. 

He left his car by the front door. Edward, a tall old man who long 
ago had served as her butler and now icted as a man of all work, 
let him in. “Good morning, Mr. Rath,” he said deferentially. “Mrs. 
Rath is waiting for you in the sunroom.” 

Tom found his grandmother seated in an armchair, dressed in a 
long white gown. In her hand was a gnarled black walnut cane 
which looked almost like an extension of her withered fingers. She 
was ninety-three years old. 

“Tommy!” she said when she saw him, and leaned eagerly for- 
ward in he? chair. 

“Don’t get up, grandmother,” he said. “It’s good to see you.” 

The old lady peered at him sharply. He was shocked at how much 
she had aged during the past two months, or perhaps it was just that 
he persisted in remembering her as a younger woman and was sur- 
prised now; each time he saw her. And she in turn was shocked to 
see Tom, whom she remembered as a young boy. She continued to 
stare at him, her old eyes bright and disarmingly kind. 

"You look tired. Tommy,” she said suddenly. 

“I feel fine.” 

"You’re getting a little stout,” she said bluntly. 

‘Tmtgetting older, Grandmother.” 

"You ought to go riding more,” she said. "The Senator always said, 
riding is the^best exercise. He used to ride for an hour almost every 
morning.” 
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There it was, her terrible projection of the past into the present, 
which was more a deliberate refusal to face change than a passive 
acquiescence to senility. And there too was her elaborate myth about 
the Rath family’s accomplishments. “The Senator” was the phrase 
she always used for her dead husband, Tom’s grandfather, who had 
served one term as a State Senator in Hartford during his early 
youth, and who had spent most of the rest of his life doing absolutely 
nothing. 

“I’ve got a few things I want to talk over with you,” Tom began, 
tryii% to change the subject. 

“You mustn’t get stout,” the old lady went on relentlessly. “Your 
father never got stout. Stephen was always slender.” 

“Yes, Grandmother,” he said. Sometimes he imagined that she de- 
liberately dwelt upon painful subjects, for she enjoyed talking about 
his father with him, presenting a caricature of a hero, elaborated by 
all kinds of distorted facts, hidden among which Tom often caught 
glimpses of what he suspected were unpleasant truths. What were 
the facts about his father? Tom had had to piece them together from 
trifles. “I don’t know why, but Stephen never played the mandolin 
after the war,” the old lady had told him once long ago. “At college 
he was in the Mandolin Club, and even as a boy he { layed beauti- 
fully, but after the war he never did it any rifore.” 

His father had been a second lieutenant during the First World 
War. He had been sent home from France several weeks before the 
Armistice for unexplained reasons and had for a while worked with 
a large investment firm in New York. As far as Tom could make 
out from the dim echoes of rumour which survived, Stephen Rath 
had either quit work or been fired about two years before he died, 
and during his remaining days had simply lived a life of leisure in 
the big house with his wife, mother, and son. Presumably he had 
not been happy; he had never played the mandolin any more. Tom 
suspected that there must have been quite a chain of events leading 
up to the night when Stephen had backed his Packard out of the 
' carriage house and careened down the road to the waiting rocks at 
the turn. But of all this Tom could learn nothing frSm his grand- 
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mother’s conversation. According to the old lady, Stephen had been 
a great military hero, and over the years she had advanced him by 
her own automatic laws of seniority to the ranlc of major. 

“I hear you’re getting ahead very well at the foundation,” the old 
lady was saying now. 

“I think I may leave the foundation. Grandmother,” he said. 
“That’s what I want tq talk to you about.” 

“Leave? Why?” 

How difficult it was to explain to an old lady who had never 
earned a penny in her life, and who had never even bothered to con- 
serve what she had inherited, that he needed more money! He said, 
“I may have an opportunity offered me that’s too good to turn 
down.” 

“I was telling Mrs. Gliden the other day how well you’re doing at 
the foundation,” the old lady said. “I told her it might not be long 
before you were chosen as director. I hear that man Haver may be 
leaving.” 

“Where did you hear that?” 

“Idon’t remember,” the old lady isaid. “There is a rumour. . . . 

That was the trouble — he never could be sure whether his grand- 
mother was limply ensnaring him in her dreams of family glory, or 
whether the old conneclions with prominent people which she treas- 
ured so carefully actually resulted in useful informatictfi. But on the ' 
face of it, the thought that he might be chosen to head the Schanen- 
hauser Foundation was ridiculous, regardless of whether Haver was 
leaving or not. There were at least twenty people who would be 
chosen first. 

“Are you thinking of going into government?” the old lady asked 
unexpectedly. 

“No— I’m thinking of going into business.” 

“Your great-grandfather was very successful in business,” she ^aid. 
“At one time he owned a fleet of twenty-eight vessels. Are you going 
into shipping?” 

“No,” Tom said. “This will be a little different, Grandmother. i 
There’s nothing definite about it yet, but I’ve mentioned it to Dick 
Haver, and I thought you ought to know.” 
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“I’m sorry you have to go into business,” she said soberly, “but I 
suppose it’s necessary. Business is such a bore — ^The Major never 
could stand it, and neither could The Senator. But I suppose it’s 
necessary. Come, let’s talk about something more cheerful. How do 
you think the place looks?” 

“Fine,” he said. 

“I can’t afford to keep the lawns up, but the house itself is in as 
good repair as ever.” 

“It looks beautiful.” 

“Ishope that when I go, you and Betsy will be able to live here,” she 
said. “I’m trying to keep it up for you. I don’t want you to mention it 
to a soul, but I had to take a small mortgage on the place to have the 
roof fixed and to have an oil furnace put in. Edward is getting old, 
and he can’t shovel coal any more.” 

A furnace, Tom thought — I’ll bet that the price of a furnace for 
this place would send all three of my kids through a year of college. 
He felt the old double, contradictory anger rising in him, the famil- 
iar fury at his grandmother for dissipating money which ordinarily 
would come to him eventually, and the accompanying disgust at 
himself for lusting after an old lady’s money. He tried to feel the 
gratitude which, after all, was due the person who jiad brought 
him up, and paid for his education, and treated him with kindness 
and love. • 

“She’s selfish, but I could forgive her that,” Tom remembered his 
mother saying about the old lady. “What I can’t forgive is the arro- 
gance, and the deliberate pretences she inflicted on her son, and 
everyone around her. Poor Steve was raised on lies. . . .” 

His mother hadn’t been talking to him when she had said that; 
she had been talking to a minister who visited her quite often after 
her husband’s death, and the minister had noticed that Tom, who 

• 9 

was only twelve years old then, had come into the room, and he had 
said, “Hush — the boy’s here. How are you, Tom? It won’t^bc long 
before you’ll be going to high school!” 

Now Tom wondered whether he should try to work with the old 
lady’s lawyer to straighten out whatever might be left'of her estate. 
When he had come home from the war, he had, after tortuous exam* 
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ination of his own motives, asked his grandmother whether he could 
help manage things for her, and she had turned hini down abruptly. 
She had never mentioned money to him in all the years he had lived 
with her, except to say that it didn’t matter, that it was a frightful 
bore. 

“If you want any help, let me know,” he said now. “I don’t think 
it’s wise for you to be taking out mortgages — ^there might be ways to 
avoid it.” 

“The bank was very helpful,” she said. “I haven’t got many more 
years to go, and I think the lawyer has arranged for me to be taken 
care of quite nicely. The important thing is to keep this house in 
shape for you and Betsy.” 

“I doubt whether we’ll be able to afford such a place,” he said. 
“Not many people can these days.” 

“Nonsense!” she replied. “You’re going into business, aren’t you? 
Perhaps you’ll be able to improve it. The Senator always wanted to 
put another wing on the south side of the house. Come, and I’ll show 
you where.” 

She walked with astonishing agility and pointed with her cane to 
show just where the billiard room should go, and a glass-walled con- 
servatory for^. raising orchids. 

There were really four completely unrelated worlds in which he 
lived, Tom reflected as he drove the old Ford back to Westport. 
There was the crazy, ghost-ridden world of his grandmother and his 
dead parents. There was the isolated, best-not-remembered world in 
which he had been a paratrooper. There was the matter-of-fact, 
opaque-glass-brick-partitioncd world of places like the United Broad- 
casting Company and the Schanenhauser Foundation. And there 
was the entirely separate world populated by Betsy and fancy and 
Barbara and Pete, the only one of the four worlds worth a damn. 
There must be some way in which the four worlds were related, he 
thought,** but it was easier to think of them as entirely divorced from 
one another. < 
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The following Tuesday Tom left the Schanenhauser Foundation at 
ten-thirty in the morning to keep his appointment with Walker. It 
was not necessary for him to give any excuse for leaving his desk, 
but he felt vaguely guilty as he told his secretary he probably 
wouldn’t be back until noon. He walked quickly up Fifth Avenue 
andi across Rockefeller Plaza, so preoccupied with his own thoughts 
that he hardly noticed the people he passed. When he got inside the 
United Broadcasting building, a starter wearing a fancy, silver- 
braided cap directed him into one of the waiting gold-coloured eleva- 
tors. 

“Floor please?” the elevator operator said. He spoke in a deep 
voice with a slight Italian accent. Tom glanced at him. The man was 
wearing a plum-coloured uniform and had his back turned toward 
him. He was a stout, dark-complexioned man about thirty years old 
with thick black hair only partly covered by a plum-coloured cap 
shaped like an army overseas cap. Across the back of his thick neck, 
just visible above his collar, was a long, thin white sca^. There was 
something startlingly familiar about the slope of his narrow shouh 
ders and the deep voice, Tom stepped to one side to get a better look 
at him, but the elevator was getting crowded, and he couldn’t see the 
front of the.man*s face. 

“Floor please?” the elevator man repeated as people filed into the 
car. “Floor please?” 

“Thirty-six,” Tom said. The man turned toward him, and their 
eyes met. The elevator operator’s face was fat, almost round, and he 
had a thin, incongruously dapper moustache. His eyes'were black and 
unblinking. He stared at Tom for several seconds. There might have 
been a quickly suppressed flicker of recognition, but Tom^ couldn’t 
be sure. The face seemed impassive. Tom looked away. The elevator 
‘ doors rumbled shut, and the machine shot upward. There was an 
instant of silence before it stopped, and the doors rumbled open. Tom 
started to get out. 
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**This is twenty/’ the operator said in his deep voice. 

Tom edged back into the elevator. When he got out at his floor, he 
felt oddly flustered. Down the hall he saw a men’s room and went 
there to wash his face and comb his hair before going to see Walker. 
It was absurd to attach such importance to a chance encounter with 
an elevator man. Even if it were someone he had known, what possi- 
ble difference could it make? 

A few minutes later Tom found Walker reclining as usual in his 
adjustable chair. Sitting in front of Walker’s desk was a handsome, 
angular man whom Walker introduced as Bill Ogden. Ogden shook 
hands with Tom rather stiffly and said almost nothing during the 
remainder of the interview. Apparently he was there simply as an ob- 
server. 

“We’ve gone over your qualifications and are now prepared to talk 
in more specific terms/* Walker said, smiling cheerily. “I think I 
should begin by saying that this isn’t just an ordinary job in the pub- 
lic-relations department we’re considering. What we’re looking for is 
a young man to work with Mr. Hopkins, the president of the com- 
pany, on a special project. . . .” 

He paused, apparently expecting Tom to say something. “That 
sounds very interesting/’ Tom said. 

Walker nodded. “As r' matter of fact, this position wouldn’t really 
be with United Broadcasting at all, except in a purely technical' 
sense,” he continued. “You would be working directly for Mr. Hop- 
kins on an outside project completely unrelated to the company. One 
reason we think you might be suited for the job is that you would be 
working quite closely with the foundations. We hope that the project 
will eventually be sponsored by the foundations.” 

“Just what kind of a project is it?” 

“Mr. Hopkins has been asked to start a national committee on 
mental health,” Walker said. 

There was a brief silence, during which Tom heard a fire engine, 
dcprived^)f its siren because of the need to reserve the sirens for air 
raid warnings, go chortling down the street far below, uttering shrill 
but .unsirenlike mechanical screams. “A committee on mental 
health?” he asked stupidly. 
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*‘Mr. Hopkins plans to get together forty or fifty national leaders 
from many different fields and devise a programme to encourage people 
all over the United States to work for mental health,” Walker said. 

“What kind of a programme?” Tom asked incredulously. 

“We don’t know yet. Perhaps it will be a drive for better mental 
hospitals, or community guidance clinics. Something which would 
do for mental disease what the March of Dimes has done for polio.” 

“Sounds like a good idea,” Tom said, realizing he was expected 
to register enthusiasm. 

“What Mr. Hopkins wants now is a young man to begin helping 
him with research for the speeches he will have to make to kick the 
project of?. Later he will want someone to help him draw up a pro- 
spectus for an organization and to start getting the people together. 
Are you interested?” 

“I certainly am!” Tom said heartily. “Tve always been interested 
in mental health!” That sounded a little foolish, but he could think 
of nothing to rectify it. 

“This wouldn’t be a very high-paying job,” Walker continued. 
“We were thinki^^g of a figure somewhere near seven thousand 
dollars.” 

Tom knew then that Walker had talked to Dick JIaver at the 
foundation and learned what he had been •making. The union of 
bosses is the most powerful union in the world. 

“I’d been hoping for more than that,” be said. “Ordinarily, salary 
wouldn’t be an important consideration for me, especially in connec- 
tion with a job of this kind, but I have increasing personal responsi- 
bilities. I feel I should be making ten thousand dollars a year.” 

“Wouldn’t that be quite a jump from your present position?” 
Walker asked bluntly. Ogden, who had been sitting almost motion- 
less, put his hand in his pocket and took out a package of cigarettes. 

“ft would,” Tom said, ‘^but there would have to be considerable 
incentive for me to leave the foundation.” 

Walker, lolling comfortably in his chair, glanced at Og3en, who 
had just finished lighting a cigarette. 

“We don’t have to make any decisions now,” Ogden said, in a cas- 
ual, almost bored voice. 
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Walker nodded. “Perhaps the next step would be to have him meet 
Mr. Hopkins,'* he said to Ogden, as though Tom \verc not in the 
room. 

“All right,*’ Ogden said. 

“Could you have lunch with Mr. Hopkins at twelve-thirty, day 
after tomorrow?” Walker asked. 

“Certainly,” Tom sajd. 

“Meet me here, and 1*11 take you up and introduce you,” Walker 
concluded. 

Tom thanked him and hurried out of his office. When he got in 
the elevator, he glanced at the operator, but it was a thin man he had 
never seen before. In a telephone booth in the enormous lobby down- 
stairs he called Bill Hawthorne, who had told him about the job in 
the first place. “Come on down and give me some briefing,” he said. 
“I’m supposed to have lunch with Hopkins day after tomorrow!’* 

“With Hopkins!” Bill said in an awed voice. “Say, for a guy who 
hasn't even been hired yet, you're doing all right!” 

They went to a bar two doors dowvi the street and ordered Mar- 
tinis. “Now tell me all about your boy Hopkins,” Tom said. “Walker 
tells me he's starting a project on mental health. What's it all 
about?” 

Bill sipped his drink ^thoughtfully. “What do you already know 
about Hopkins?” he asked. 

“Not much,” Tom said. “I've hardly heard of him. Somebody told 
me he started with nothing and he's making two hundred thousand 
a year now. That’s about all I know — I don't think I've ever even seen 
a picture of him.” 

“Precisely,” Bill said professionally. “Precisely.” 

“What the hell do you mean by that?” 

“I mean it looks like the public-relations boys have cooked up a big 
deal to put Hopkins on the map, and youWe stumbled into it.” * 

“I don’t get it,” Tom said. 

“Figurt it out for yourself. Here's Hopkins, about fifty years old, 
and the president of the United Broadcasting Corporation. As you 
say, he makes about two hundred thousand dollars a year, and that 
doesn’t count stock deals and all the rest of it. Inside the company 
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hc*s the biggest shot in the world. The top comedians and all the 
famous actors are scared to death of him. But outside the company 
he’s nothing. Taxi drivers don’t call him “Sir.” Waiters in restaurants 
more than five blocks from Radio Centre don’t give him a special 
table. Little boys don’t gape at him. Don’t you see how tough it 
must be?” 

“I’m weeping,” Tom said. 

“All right. Here’s a guy who works fifteen or twenty hours a day 
— inside the company he’s famous for it. He’s a regular machine for 
work. And he’s competent. Give him almost any business, and he’d 
double the profit in a year. And people like him — ^he knows how 
to drive people and still make them like him. But what’s he get out 
of life?” 

“Money.” 

“Of cour^fcl But if he made only a quarter as much money, he’d 
still be able to buy everything he wants. Hopkins is a guy of simple 
tastes. He has only one or twp places in the country, and a small 
yacht, and three automobiles. He was able to afford all that long ago 
and could go on affording it if he quit work tomorrow. So what’s 
he keep working fifteen or twenty hours a day for?” 

“Must be nuts,” Tom said. 

“Nuts nothing! The poor son of a bitch vyJnts fame! And he’s in a 
position to buy it. So he calls in Ogden and Walker and says, ‘Boys, 
make me famous. One year from today I want to be famous, or you’re 
fired!”’ 

“Oh come on,” Tom said, laughing. “You know damn well that’s 
nonsense.” 

“Perhaps it wouldn’t work that way exactly,” Bill said, obviously 
enjoying himself. “He’d say, ‘Gentlemen, I believe that for the sake of 
the pompany, the major e;xecutives must direct more attention to 
their personal public relations, and I hope that in the immediate fu- 
ture we can work something out.’ ” 

“I doubt like hell that a man in his position would say that either.” 

“Okay — be a stickler for detail. What would really happen is that 
somebody would suggest that Hopkins head a committee on mental 
health — these guys are asked to do that sort of thing all the time 
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Usually they refuse. But this time Hopkins figures he’s got a chance 
for the national spotlight. You’re right about one thing — ^he’d never 
say anything about it. He wouldn’t have to. fle’d call in Walker 
and Ogden, and they’re paid enough to t^now what he’s thinking 
without being told. The only thing they’d all say is that it’s every citi- 
zen’s duty to do something about mental-health problems. They’d 
be nauseatingly noble >about it. But all the time they’d know damn 
well they were doing it to give Hopkins a shot of publicity, and that’s 
the reason why you, my boy, will be on the United Broadcasting 
Corporation’s pay roll, and why every cent that Hopkins spends on 
this project will come off his company expense account!” 

“Why mental health?” Tom asked. “Why a subject like that?” 

“Figure it out for yourself. What would you do to make Hopkins 
famous? You can’t play up the success hVs had in business, because 
nobody much cares, and because newspapers and magazines don’t 
like to publicize radio and television companies any more than they 
have to — they’re all in competition for advertising. You’ve got to 
play up something about his personaf life, not his business. And you 
can’t have him marrying chorus girls, or winning a prize for water 
skiing — ^you’ve got to keep it dignified. What would you do?” 

“All rights I’ll give the answer you want,” Tom said. “I’d advise 
him to start a national committee on mental health, or some other . 
public-service thing, and I’d publicize hell out of it.” 

“Precisely,” Bill replied, finishing his drink and ordering another 
one. “You would follow the newest maxim of the publiorelations 
boys: ‘If you want good publicity, do something good!’ It’s all very 
profound. Want another drink ?” 

“I think I’d better stay sober,” Tom said. “And I also think there’s 
something wrong in your theory.” 

“You’re going to be a ^oad public-relations man!” Bill said ad- 
miringly. “You’re defending him already!” 

“Nuts!” Tom replied. “I just want to take all the possibilities into 
account. You say he’s doing this because he wants publicity— yet all 
his life, he’s apparently detested publicity. Certainly he could have * 
had it long before now if he’d wanted it. Why has he waited all this 
time, and what's made him change?” 
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'*A11 right, all right, there may be more to all this than meets the 
eye,” Bill said. “Maybe he personally doesn't want publicity. But 
maybe the board of directors is worried about the bad name the 
company’s getting by making the television shows just as bad 
as the radio programmes. There’s been a rumour going around lately 
that United Broadcasting is just trying to make money and is half- 
hearted about improving people’s minds. One thing the company 
could do is actually to improve the programmes, but it would be cheaper 
to tell all the company’s top executives, and particularly the president, 
to go out and acquire a reputation for doing good. After all, Hop- 
kins will always be identified as the president of the United Broad- 
casting Corporation, and if he’s doing something good, and kind of 
intellectual, that would be about the least expensive way the com- 
pany could get respectable.’’ 

“Maybe,” Tom said. 

“Or perhaps it’s more complicated,” Bill continued. “Hopkins 
has had a taste of power inside the company. Maybe he likes it and 
wants more. He can’t get any more inside the company. So it’s just 
possible that he’s made up his mind to go into politics. He’d have to 
do some public-service thing first — right now he’d be political poi- 
son. But after he was known all over the country as ^e man who 
started the very successful mental-health c(fmmittec, who knows? 
You may be the first campaign man in the Hopkins-for-President 
drivel” 

“Haven’t we left one possibility out?” Tom asked. 

“What?” 

“That he might be sincere. That he might want to do some good. 
That after concentrating on his personal fortune all these years, he 
may have come to the point where he wants to do something for the 
public welfare, with no strings attached.” 

“It’s possible,” Bill said doubtfully. “But it would be awfully dull 
if it were true!” 

“Do you really know him?” Tom asked. “Do you really know 
what kind of a guy he is ?” 

“Hell,” Bill said. “I’ve beer\ working for this damn outfit for four 
years, and I’ve never laid eyes on the guy. There are all kinds of 
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stories about him — they used to say he had two children and had 
been home twice in the last twenty years. I think his son was kiUed 
during the war — ^anyway, nobody talks about that any more. They 
say he needs less sleep than Edison did. They say he’s got his whole 
filing system memorized, practically, and can quote from any impor- 
tant letter or contract in it. Some say he’s gdt a little blonde girl on 
Park Avenue. Some say he’s sleeping with some actress who flies 
in from Hollywood once a month. I’ve even heard it said that he’s 
queer. But nobody who passes that stuff around really knows him. 
The only people I know who actually work with him are Walker 
and Ogden, and of course they never talk about him. To tell the hon- 
est truth, I have no idea in the world what kind of man he is, except 
he must be pretty damn smart to be where he is.” 

“He ought to be interesting to work for,” Tom said. 

“Maybe,” Bill replied, “but I ought to tell you one more thing: ev- 
erybody says he’s tough as hell. If you can’t do what he wants, he’ll 
fire you without batting an eye. I don’t I{now that’s true, mind you, 
but it’s what everybody says,” 

“Sounds fair enough, if you can do what he wants,” Tom said. “If 
you do it real well, is he quick with the raises?” 

“I don’t l^now. You’d be surprised how a company this size can 
pinch pennies — they evv-n got an order out t’ne other day cautioning* 
us all to put our office' lights out when we weren’t using them and 
asking us to quit stealing pencils. But I’d say it’s always a good bet to 
work for a man making two hundred thousand a year. At least 
you’ve got a long way to go before you start competing with the 
boss!” 

“If I can get the job, I think I’ll take it,” Tom said. 

Bill finished his drink and lit a cigarette. “If you don’t, you’re 
crazy,” he said. 
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Tom thought Betsy would be excited when she heard he had a 
luncheon date with the president of United Broadcasting, but as soon 
as he stepped into his house that jiight he knew something was 
wrong. The house looked as though a herd of wild horses had stam- 
peded through it. Soiled laundry was scattered about the living 
roofifi. In the kitchen a mixture of dirty luncheon and breakfast 
dishes littered the table and counters. 

“Betsy!” he called from the living room. “Where arc you?” 

“Up here,” she said in a weak voice. 

He raced up the stairs and found her lying fully clothed on the 
bed. “What’« t^e matter?” he asked. 

“I feel awful,” she replied. ”It hit me right after you left this 
morning, but I didn’t want to call you up and bother you. Go sec if 
the kids are all right.” 

He stepped into the room the three children shared. The beds 
were unmade, and a tangle of clothes and toys littered the floor. The 
three children were crouched over a glass of water palht. Pete was 
naked, and Barbara and Jancy wore only Tinderclothcs. All three 
showed the ravages of chicken pox on bpth then faces and bodies, 
but they glanced up at Tom cheerfully. 

“Momma’s sick,” Janey said delightedly. “We’ve been taking care 
of her.” 

“You’re not very well yourself,” Tom said. “You’re supposed to 
be in bed.” 

“We’re painting!" Janey said indignantly. 

Tom went through sor^e drawers and got them pyjamas. He 
helped them put the pyjamas on and tucked them into bed before 
returning to Betsy. 

“I went to sleep,” Betsy said. “I was trying to keep an eye on them, 
but I went to sleep. They’ve really been angels — I told them I wasn’t 
feeling well, and they’ve been talking in whispers all day.” 

Tom felt her forehead and found it was dry and hot. He searched 

- 35 - 



through the medicine cabinet in the bathroom and returned carrying 
a thermometer. 

“You’re sure that’s the one you’re supposed to put in your mouth?** 
Betsy asked suspiciously. 

“Sure,” he said. “Stick it under your tongue.” 

While they were waiting the required two minutes, Janey sud- 
denly called in a loud clear voice, “Daddy, is Momma going to die?” 

“No,” he said. 

“Well, if she does die,” Janey continued speculatively, “who will 
take care of us?” 

“She’s not going to diel” Tom said. 

“But if she did . . .” 

“I’m not going to!” Betsy blurted, trying to keep her lips closed 
around the thermometer. 

“Anyway,” Janey said, “I guess Grandmother would take care of 
us, wouldn’t she?” 

“Don’t worry about me, kids,” Betsy said. “I’m going to be fine.” 
She held the thermometer up to the hght. 

“What is It?” Tom asked. 

“A hundred and three.” 

“Have yoi^ever had chicken pox?” 

“Oh, God!” she said.<*‘Of course, I must have had it! All children 
get it!” 

“Do you remember having it^” 

“Not exactly,” she said. “I just assumed . . .” 

“We better call the doctor,” he said. 

He telephoned Dr. Grantland. He always disliked calling him, be- 
cause although Dr. Grantland was only about forty-five years old, 
he suffered from rheumatism and asthma, and it always seemed a 
shame to bother him. Af.er the telephone had buzzed for a long 
while, the doctor answered wheezily. 

“Do you want me to come over?” he asked after Tom had de- 
scribed Betsy’s symptoms. 

“If it isn’t too much trouble,” Tom said. 

The doctor wheezed alarmingly before saying bravely, “All right, 
all right. I guess I can make it.” 
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While they were waiting for the doctor, Tom told Betsy he had a 
luncheon engagement with Hopkins. “Who’s he?” she asked. 

“The president of United Broadcasting.” 

“That’s nice,” she said weakly. “Oh, Tommy, my head hurts!” 

“What arc we going to have for supper?” Barbara called. “Mother 
just gave us soup for lunch and we’re hungry!” 

“I’ll get you supper in a few minutes,” Tom said. “The doctor is 
coming to see Mother.” 

“Is he going to give her a needle?” J^ey asked enthusiastically, 
don’t know.” 

“If he docs, can we watch?” 

“No!” Tom said. “You stay in bed.” 

“I can’t stand it,” Betsy said. “Chicken pox* Why didn’t I get it 
when I was a child?” 

“You won’t hr very sick,” Tom said. 

“I will too! And I know why I didn’t get it when I was a child — 
because Mother took such damn good care of me. She never let me 
play with other children because she was afraid I’d catch some- 
thing.” 

“I don’t sec why we can’t watch her get the needle,” Janey called. 
“She always watches when the doctor gives it to usl*' » 

“Quiet!” Tom said. “I’m going downstair;^ and pick up a little be- 
fore the doctor comes.” 

He threw the dirty laundry down the cellar stairs, then went to the 
kitchen and mixed himself a Martini. Before he had finished it, the 
doorbell rang, and Dr. Grantland was there. 

“Oh, dear,” he said as Tom let him in, “I think this asthma of mine 
is getting worse every day.” 

“I’m terribly sorry,” Tom said. “Betsy’s upstairs. Can I carry your 
bag for you?” 

“No,” he said bravely. “I can manage.” 

Tom followed him upstairs. The doctor sat down on a chair be- 
side the bed, opened his bag, and took out an atomizer with which he 
sprayed his own throat- “Ah,” he said gratefully. “That certainly 
helps.” 

“My head hurts and I have a temperature of a hundred and three 
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and I feel awful,” Betsy said. "Torn thinks I have chicken pox.” 

“Have you ever had it before?” the doctor asked; 

At that moment the three children came into the room, their 
scabbed faces wreathed in smiles. “Arc you going to give her a nee- 
dle?” Janey asked. 

“Heavens!” the doctor said, and started to wheeze. “You certainly 
have been exposed!” 

“I guess I never had chicken pox,” Betsy said grumpily. “Mother 
always kept me away from other children, and I never got anythin gJ' 

“Remove your upper clothing,” the doctor said. 

“Arc you going to give her a needle?” Janey repeated. 

“Go back to bed!” Betsy ordered. “This minute!” 

“Fll stay in your room with you and tell you a story,” Tom said to 
the children. “Get in there now, and I’ll be right in.” 

The children withdrew to their own room. Tom ducked down- 
stairs, grabbed his drink, and joined them. 

“Tell us about Bubblcy,” Barbara said. 

Long ago he had made up a story Ubout a little dog named Bub- 
blcy who swallowed a cake of soap and blew bubbles when he 
barked. Barbara always wanted it recited over and over again in pre- 
cisely the same words he had used the first time. 

“There was this little ^og named Bubblcy,” he began wearily, after . 
taking a long sip fromr his glass. 

“No!” Barbara said. **Once upon a time there was a little dog 
named Bubblcy.” 

“All right,” he said irritably. “Don’t interrupt.” 

“Well, tell it rightr Barbara said. 

Pete, who was only four years old, looked at his father solemnly 
with his thumb in his mouth. “I hate the story about Bubbley,” he 
said quietly to himself. 

“You keep still!” Barbara said venomously to him. 

“One day he swallowed a cake of soap,” Tom said. “And ever 
after that . . .” 

Before he had finished the story, the door opened, and Dr. Grant- 
land. came in. “I guess she’s got chicken pox all right,” he said. 
“Could you give me a glass of water?” 
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“Sure,” Tom said, “but before you go, could you take a look at the 
kids?” 

The doctor glanced at the children with distaste. “I’m not a pedi- 
atrician,” he said. 

“I know,” Tom replied. “We had a pediatrician look at them two 
days ago, but I thought that since you were here . . .” 

“I only look at children in emergencies,” the doctor said. “All my 
patients have to be twelve years old or more.” 

“I’ll get you a glass of water,” Tom said. 

Tj^e doctor followed him downstairs. When Tom gave him a glass 
of water, he slipped a pill into his mouth and swallowed it. 

“Thank you,” he said gravely. “Now about Mrs. Rath. All we 
can do is let this thing run its course. Here are some prescrip- 
tions which will help a little, but there’s not a great deal we can do. 
Make sure she gets plenty of rest. She should stay in bed for a week, 
maybe more ’ 

“I’ll try to find someone to look after the kids,” Tom said. 

Two hours later, when the children had had their supper and the 
house was cleaned i*p, Tom started telephoning to find a woman to 
act as housekeeper. No one he knew was available, but an elderly 
woman named Mrs. Manter who was recommended by a friend said 
that as a special favour she would come for sixty dollars a week, pro- 
vided Tom would call for her in his car not earlier than nine in the 
morning and take her home not later than six in the afternoon. That 
would mean he would not be able to get to work until eleven in the 
morning and would have to leave the office at four o’clock in the 
afternooon, and it would also mean that the family budget would 
have to be scrapped, but there was no choice. He hoped Dick Haver 
wouldn’t think he was just taking it easy because he expected to gel 
a new job. 

The next morning Mrs. Manter turned out to be a stern-faced farm 
woman about sixty-five years old who weighed at least two hundred 
pounds and had a voice without any volume control. 

“I’m awfully glad you could come,” Tom said when he picked her 
up. “You know how it is when the woman of a family gets sick and 
there are sick children to be cared for.” 
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“don’t tell meI” she thundered, “i had eight kids myself, and 

ONCE WHEN THEY WAS ALL DOWN WITH MEASLES, I BROKE MY LEc!” 

“Why, that’s terrible,” Tom said. 

“my HUSBAND WAS AWAY,” she Said so loudly that he immediately 
made up his mind she was deaf and couldn’t hear herself. 

“what did you DO?” he yelled. 

“you don’t have TO SPEAK SO LOUDLY !” she shouted back. “I can 
hear! I just put my knee on a chair and tied it that way. Found I 
could get around the house quite well, dragging the chair with me.” 

Tom drove her quickly to his house, introduced her to Betsy, who 
looked dazed, and rushed for the train. 
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Whek he got to his office he explained to Dick Haver why he was 
going to have to keep the hours of the scmiretired during the next 
two weeks. 

“That’s all right, Tom,” Dick said pleasantly. “I understand. By the 
way, some at the people over at United Broadcasting called me up the 
other day to ask about you. Anything definite developed there yet?” 

“I haven’t made up my mind what to do,” Tom said, figuring he’d 
better leave an opportunity to say he didn’t want to go to United 
Broadcasting if Hopkins ended by not wanting to hire him. 

“We’d like to keep you here if we could,” Dick said, “but I don’t 
want to try to influence you too much. There arc a few things you 
might want to take into account when yoii make your decision, how- 
ever.” 

“I certainly would appreciate any advice. . . .” 

“If you stay here, you can expect fairly steady small salary in- 
creases,” Dick said. “If you go there, you might make a great deal in 
a short while, and on the other hand, you might find yourself with- 
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out a job. It’s extremely unlikely you'll remain in your present finan- 
cial position for long if you go to United Broadcasting— you’ll either 
go up or down. . . 

“It’s hard to figure,” Tom said tentatively. 

“I happen to know Mr. Hopkins,” Dick said. 

So they told him all about the job, Tom thought. Probably he 
knows more about it than I do— a whole lot more. 

“He’s a fine man,” Dick continued. “He’s one of the few authentic 
business geniuses in New York today. If you get a chance to work 
with him, it will be a great privilege.” 

“That’s what I think,” Tom said. 

“On the other hand,” Dick went on thoughtfully, “I understand 
that they don’t really want you to work for United Broadcasting — 
they want you for some private project Ralph Hopkins is dreaming 
up. There arc some dangers for you there. . . .” 

Dick paused. “What do you mean?” Tom asked. 

“He might get sick of his project and abandon it — a man like 
Ralph Hopkins is always starting things, trying them out, and dis- 
carding the ones that don’t work. If that happened, he might drop 
you — or he might let you try out at United Broadcasting. But the 
important thing for you to remember is that when you <art work on 
a private project for a man like Hopkins, yoti don’t have any clearly 
defined ladder to climb. You’re just going to have to play it by ear, 
hoping Hopkins will not lose interest. You won’t have any real pro- 
fession — your profession will be pleasing Hopkins. And if you fail in 
that, the experience you’ve had with Hopkins won’t necessarily pre- 
pare you for a very good job anywhere else.” 

“I can see that,” Tom said, 

“What I’m trying to say,” Dick continued, “is that working for 
Great Men is a profession in itself, and the trouble is that when 
you’re through with one Great Man, you can’t always find another.” 

He’s making it sound as though I’m going to be a professional 
toady, Tom thought. He’s trying to persuade me not to go. He said 
nothing. 

“I think I ought to add,” Dick said, “that when you leave, if- you 
leave, we’ll have to replace you, and it might not be possible for 
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US to find a position here for you if you returned to look for a job.” 

“Of course,” Tom said. 

Dick smiled. “Make your own decision,” he said. “Whatever you 
do, I wish you luck.” 

Tom thanked him and went to his own desk. If he had really 
wanted to keep me he could have offered me a big raise, but that 
would have encouraged everybody else to threaten to leave, he 
thought. He couldn’t do that. Or, if he wanted to keep me, ail he 
would have to do would be to give me a bad reference. He could do 
it over the telephone and I’d never know about it, but Dick would 
never even think of that. The union of bosses is powerful, but, within 
its self-prescribed limits, marvellously scrupulous. Tom glanced at his 
watch and saw it was almost time for lunch. On his desk was a long 
report from a college trying to explain what it had done with a half- 
million-dollar grant the Schanenhauser Foundation had given it a 
year ago. Tom started to read it. He decided he wouldn’t go to lunch. 
He worked right through the day, unobtrusively making sure that 
Dick Haver knew it. 

When Tom got back to Westport that night he found the house 
spotless, and an enormous steak dinner in the oven awaiting him. 

“there’s apple pie in the bread box,” Mrs. Manter shouted. 
“the children have ET4THEIR SUPPER AND ARE IN BED.” 

“Fin^,” Tom said. “How is everybody?” " 

“your wife’s not really sick at ALL,” Mrs. Manter said, “take me 
HOME NOW — it’s ALMOST SIX o’CLOCK.” 

Before taking her home, Tom ran up the stairs to sec Betsy, who 
was lying on a neatly made bed looking wilted. “How arc you?” he 
asked. 

“Exhausted,” she said. “Just watching that woman makes me ex- 
hausted. Do you know what she did? She washed clothes by hand in 
the bathtub, and she scrubbed all the woodwork in the kitchen. She 
mowed th| lawn. She made cookies. And the children mind her like 
trained seals. She tells them to keep quiet and they don’t say a word.” 

“Maybe we can learn something,” Tom said. 

“The children arc in their room now keeping quiet.” 

“I’ll take her home,” Tom said. “Can you manage till I get back?” 
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“I won’t tell the children she’s gone,” Betsy said weakly. 

At seven the next morning Tom awoke with the knowledge that 
he had to prepare breakfast for the children, get Mrs. Manter, and go 
into New York to have lunch with the president of the United 
Broadcasting Corporation. He was dismayed to find that no freshly 
pressed suit was in his closet, and that the one shirt in his drawer 
which didn’t have a frayed collar lacked two buttons. 

“Betsy!” he said. “I can’t go in to see Hopkins looking like a 
bum!” 

“fe forgot!” Betsy replied. “I was supposed to pick up your things 
at the cleaners the day before yesterday. So much has been going 
on!” 

“What will I do?” 

“Go down and get breakfast,” Betsy said. “I’ll be pressing your grey 
flannel suit and sewing on buttons.” 

“Are you strong er ough?” 

Betsy struggled out of bed. “You don’t have to be very strpng to 
lift a button,” she said. 

Dressed only in Ins shoes, socks, and underpants, Tom went to the 
kitchen and fried eggs. The children, feeling much better in spite of 
the fact that their faces had not yet healed, insisted on lyiving break- 
fast in the kitchen, instead of in bed. Tom remembered the formal 
breakfasts his^grandmother’s butler had served during his own child- 
hood, with silver covers on dishes of eggs and sausage, and, seeing 
himself in his underwear serving his children, he thought. Things 
sure are different for them — one thing they w'on’t have to get over is 
gracious living. 

By the time he was dressed, Tom found himself surprisingly nerv- 
ous at the prospect of meeting Hopkins. He felt almost the way he 
had before combat jumps during the war. “Wish me' luck,” he said 
to Betsy, after he had delivered Mrs. Manter and was leaving to 
catch his train. 

“You’ll get the job,” Betsy said confidently. 

That was the way she always was. During the war, he was sure, 
she had never worried about him — she was perfectly confident. that 
he’d come back unhurt. Her confident letters, which sometimes had 
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arrived when he was certain he would never survive the next jump, 
had made him acutely lonely, and he felt the same way now as he 
bent over and kissed her. 

There’s no damn reason in the world to be nervous, he thought, 
later in the morning, as he walked toward the United Broadcasting 
building. After all I’ve been through, why should I be nervous now ? 
He wondered what Hopkins was like. What did a man have to be 
like to make so damn much money? It’s never just luck that lets 
them make it, he thought, and it isn’t just who they know — I won’t 
let myself fall into the trap of thinking that. Hopkins has got some- 
thing, something special, or he wouldn’t be making two hundred 
thousand a year. What is it? 

All I have to do is be myself, he thought. Just treat him like any- 
body else. I wonder what it’s like to haVe all that money ? I wonder 
what it’s like never to have to worry about frayed shirt collars, and 
cracks in the living-room wall, and holes in the kitchen linoleum, and 
how to pay a woman to take care of your children when your wife 
is sick? I wonder what it’s like to know there’s plenty of money to 
send your kids to college? What’s it like to be a success? 

Buck fever, lie thought — I’ve got buck fever. I’ve got my sights on 
the guy, an^ my hands are beginning to shake. The son of a bitch. 
Why shouldn’t he likcifne? He may be tough all right, but I wish 
he’d bej;n along with rhe a few years ago; I would like to have seeri 
how tough he was when the sergeant opened the door of the airplane 
two thousand feet up and said, “Guess we’re getting close, sir. Arc 
you ready?’* 

I’ll bet old Hopkins has fought battles, Tom thought, but his bat- 
tles paid off. Suddenly the ridiculous old resentment rose in him, the 
crazy anger he had felt so many times when he’d been scared and 
seen some poor inoffensive colonel who never had to jump sitting be- 
hind a desk, drinking coffee maybe, and wisecracking with a ser- 
geant about when they were going to get their next leave. When 
he’d seeA something like that, especially when he’d seen it a few 
hours before he knew he had to take off, this crazy anger had risen • 
in him, and for no reason at all he felt the same way now. Then 
he was in the gold elevator, going up, high into the sky. He looked 
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at the operator and was absurdly relieved to find it was not the man 
whose face and Voice had been so strangely familiar. 

“HclloP Walker said as Tom entered his office. “You’re right on 
timcl” 

Tom smiled. “I try to be punctual ” he said primly, and felt ab- 
surd. 

Walker put his small puffy white hands on his desk and painfully 
eased his enormous bulk from his reclining chair. “We’ll pick up Bill 
Ogden and go on up to sec Mr. Hopkins.” he said. 

Ogden looked more like a fashion plate than ever. “Glad to see 
you,” he said to Tom, but he didn’t sound glad at all — he didn’t 
sound as though he had ever been glad about anything except the 
happy circumstances which had caused him to be handsome and slen- 
der and well dressed and in a position of at least a little authority. 

With Ogden leading the way, and Walker puffing along behind, 
Tom got back into the gold elevator. Following Ogden, he stepped 
out at the fifty-sixth floor. The corridors there were wider, he im- 
mediately noticed. The floors were carpeted more richly, and even the 
light fixtures on the ceiling were of a heavier brass than on the floors 
below. In the air, he felt, there was almost the smell of money, im- 
pregnating everything, like musk. 

Hopkins’ outer office was a large room, im which two pretty girls 
and one grey-haired woman sat at big typewriters which looked like 
cash registers. There were five comfortable chairs made of moulded 
plywood arranged in a circle around an ash tray on a pedestal. Three 
doors, all of them shut, led from this outer office. One of these doors 
was especially broad and obviously led to the final retreat of Hopkins 
himself. 

“Mr. Hopkins is busy,” the grey-haired woman said to Walker, and 
smiled. Everybody in this building smiles, Tom thought— even 
Ogden managed a thin little twinge of the lips whenever he spoke. It 
must be a company rule. 

They sat in the chairs surrounding the ash tray, and Tom saw a 
row of carefully framed photographs on the wall in front of him. 
One was of Winston Churchill debarking from an airplane. Some- 
thing was written in a bold script across the bottom of the photo- 
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graph, but Tom was not close enough to read it, and somehow it 
would have been unthinkable to get up and inspect the photograph 
closely. 

“He has Mr. Givens with him,” the grey-haired woman said. 
“They’ll be through in a moment.” She smiled again, and both Ogden 
and Walker smiled b^ck at her. 

Ten minutes later a tall, distinguished-looking man emerged from 
the largest of the three doors and walked briskly through the outer 
office toward the elevators. 

“You can go in now,” the grey-haired woman said. 

Following Ogden, Tom entered a large rectangular room with big 
windows on two sides of it. The view of the city was breath-taking — 
the floor seemed almost like a platform suspended in mid-air. At the 
far end of the room, behind a huge rectangular desk, sat Hopkins. He 
was small, not more than five feet three or four — somehow Tom had 
expected him to he seven feet tail. He was pale, slender, and partly 
bald. His eyes were deep set, the face narrow, and the nose short like 
the nose of a child. His smile was curiously boyish. He was dressed 
in a brown worsted suit. 

“Hello!” he said, getting up from his chair and walking briskly 
around theLnd of the desk. “Good morning, Gordon! How are you, 
Bill! And you’re Tom-Kath! I certainly do appreciate your taking tfie 
time to have lunch with us!” 

His manner was both warm and deferential. He shook Tom’s hand 
heartily, and without making it necessary for him to say more than 
“How do you do?” kept up a steady patter of conversation. 

“I hear you’re working with the Schanenhauser Foundation,” he 
said. “My, that’s a fine outfit! I’ve done a little work with Dick Haver 
on committees. . . .” 

He moved toward the door and, after insisting that everyone pre- 
cede him out, walked beside Tom to the elevator, still talking. Grad- 
ually, Tom found himself relaxing. It was ridiculous to be nervous 
with this friendly little man who seemed so anxious to please him. ^ 
Now that Tom had met him, the conversations he had had with Bill 
Hawthorne seemed abs'urd. 
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When they got on the elevator, Tom saw immediately that the 
operator was the familiar-appearing man he had seen before. The ele- 
vator man glanced ac him, then quickly looked toward Hopkins. 

“Good morning, Mr. Hopkins!” he said in his deep voice, and shot 
down to the ground floor without any intermediate stops. Hopkins 
insisted on being the last man out of the elevator. As they walked out 
of the building, Tom glanced over his shoulder and saw the elevator 
operator standing there at the door of his car watching them. Tom 
looked away quickly. Hopkins led the way across Rockefeller Plaza 
to an«)ther building, at the top of which was a club with a large din- 
ing room overlooking the city. They sat down at a corner table, and 
a waitress took orders for cocktails. 

“I understand that Bill and Gordon here have told you something 
about the new project we’re thinking of starting,” Hopkins said when 
the drinks had arrived. “What do you think of it.^” 

“I don’t know any of the details yet, but it certainly sounds in- 
teresting,” Tom replied, trying to combine wanness, sagaciq*, and en- 
thusiasm. 

“We don’t know the details ourselves yet,” Hopkins said. “It all 
started when a group of doctors called on me a few months ago. 
They apparently felt that there is too little public underiy:anding of 
the whole question of mental illness, and that a campaign like the 
fight against cancer or polio is needed. I was impressed by the statis- 
tics they gave me. Do you know that more hospital beds arc occupied 
by the mentally ill than by all the cancer, heart, and polio patients 
put together.?” 

“I’ve heard that,” Tom said. “Did the doctors have any specific 
programme to suggest?” 

Hopkins smiled. “I’m afraid it’s up to us to develop a programme,” 
he said. “What would you do?” 

“I suppose we could, in general, divide the operation into two 
parts,” Tom said, “publicity and action.” 

“Which do you feel is the more important?” Hopkins asked fnildly. 
. “I don’t think their importance can be rated,” Tom said, “for the 
purpose of publicity would be.to get action.” 
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'That’s very true,” Hopkins said, as though he had just heard 
something very profound. "What kind of action do you think, we 
should try to get?” 

A waitress came and replaced the empty cocktail glasses on the 
table with full ones. "Of course, I’m just talking off the top of my 
head,” Tom began, "but theoretically I suppose we could urge people 
to donate more money for research on mental illness, we could try to 
get them to vote more state and federal funds for mental hospitals, 
and we could suggest some kind of direct action at the local level, 
such as the organization of community psychiatric clinics.” 

"How would we do that?” Ogden asked in an unmistakably bored 
voice which contrasted sharply with Hopkins’ enthusiasm. 

"I suppose we’d have to consult with a lot of people to determine 
that,” Tom said quickly. “I certainly couldn’t tell you now.” 

"Of course,” Hopkins said reassuringly. "None of us can spell any- 
thing out at this stage.” 

Walker sat looking amused and saying nothing. Tom’s nervousness 
was returning. A waiter took orders for food. 

"I hear you live out in Westport,” Hopkins said to Tom. "I live 
out that way myself — I just got a place in South Bay.” 

"South Pdyl” Tom said. “I was born there. My Grandmother lives 
out there now.” ‘ 

It was ridiculous, but Tom found it somehow impossible to think 
of Hopkins in South Bay. It seemed to Tom that everyone in South 
Bay either was something like his grandmother and her friends, or 
was a buyer of one of the unlikely-looking houses which had been 
built on the golf course. Certainly Hopkins fitted neither category. 

“We just built a little place down by the water,” Hopkins said. 
“It’s a beautiful town, isn’t it?” 

He must have bought ihe old yacht daub’s land — I heard it was for 
sale, Tom thought. I wonder what kind of a place he’s got. Aloud 
he said, “I think you’ll like it there — I’ve always thought South Bay 
the nicest town within commuting distance.” 

“Stop in next time you visit your grandmother,” Hopkins said.* 
"We’d be delighted to sec you.” 

He sounded as though he meant it. Tom suddenly saw himself and 
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Betsy and the three children, all with the chicken pox, descending on 
the Hopkins household. What kind of a wife did Hopkins have? Bill 
Hawthorne had mentioned all sorts of rumours, but it didn’t seem pos- 
sible that they could be true. 

“Do you play croquet?” Hopkins asked. 

“Yes,” Tom said, though he hadn’t played for fifteen years. He 
had a vision of himself playing croquet with Hopkins, using solid 
gold balls and silver mallets. 

“We’ll have to have a game sometime,” Hopkins said. “I used to 
play ffennis, but I’m getting a little too old for it. . . .” 

Throughout the meal, Hopkins continued to chat as though the 
luncheon were strictly a social occasion, rather than an opportunity 
for him to inspect a prospective employee. Before dessert was served, 
however, he glanced at his watch. “My!” he said. “I’ve got to be get- 
ting back to the office! Would you people excuse me?” 

Before the others could stand up, he waved cheerily and dashed 
toward the elevators. 

“Coffee?” Walker asked Tom! 

“Please,” Tom said. 

There was a heavy silence, while Tom wondered what, if anything, 
had been decided. What was the next step? Would Hfipkins and 
Walker and Ogden all get together now and decide whether to hire 
him, and if so, when would he hear? 

“Cigarette?” Ogden asked. 

Tom accepted one. It seemed funny they didn’t give him some 
kind of hint about what to expect. Maybe Hopkins hadn’t liked him 
and had kept up the friendly patter just to get through a difficult 
lunch. Maybe he would get a letter in a couple of days which would 
begin, “We tremendously enjoyed talking with you, but we’re sorry 
to say there have been some changes of plan. . . .” 

Walker painfully pulled himself to his feet. “Got to be getting 
back,” he said. “Nice to have seen you, Mr. Rath.” 

He sounded friendly, but noncommittal. Ogden made no motion to 
^ct up. “Sec you,” he said to Walker and poured himself another cup 
of coffee. 

Maybe he’ll tell me now, Tom thought. Maybe he’ll just be frank 
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and say, “Fm awfully sorry it didn’t work out. . . Still, how 
could he know what Hopkins had thought? He hadn’t had a chance 
to speak to Hopkins while Tom wasn’t there. Maybe they have some 
signal, Tom thought. Thumbs down. 

“It was a very nice lunch,” Tom said tentatively. “Thank you very 
much. . . .” 

“Glad you could come,” Ogden said. “More coffee?” 

Coffee was the last thing Tom wanted, but apparently Ogden 
didn’t want him to leave yet. He accepted the coffee and waited. 
Ogden sat staring expressionlessly out the window, and for a long 
while said absolutely nothing. The tension mounted. Tom couldn’t 
make up his mind whether Ogden was just being completely matter- 
of-fact about the luncheon, or whether this was an act of deliberate 
cruelty. 

“We’ll be in touch with you before long,” Ogden said finally. “Mr. 
Hopkins has got to go to the West Coast tomorrow, and we may 
have to wait until he gets back before making any final decision. 
Meanwhile, I wouldn’t count too heavily on anything. It’s not en- 
tirely definite yet that we’re even going to tackle this mental-health 
project.” 

“I undciwtand that,” Tom said, and hurriedly added, “I’ve got to 
be getting back to my‘ office now — ^thanks again for the lunch.” 

He almost fled from the table. When he thought" of Hopkins, it 
seemed certain that he would get the job, for if Hopkins hadn’t liked 
him, why would he have been so friendly ? But Ogden had been care- 
ful to pave the way for a letter ending the whole thing. Anyway, I 
met Hopkins, he thought. He seems like a nice guy pretty much like 
anybody else. Whatever it is that makes him worth two hundred 
'thousand dollars a year is certainly well hidden. 
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When Tom got back to his office he found a slip of paper on his 
desk saying that his wife had called and that it was important for 
him to call her back. He put the call through immediately. 

“It’s your grandmother,” she said. “She fell and broke her thigh. 
At her age, Tommy, bones don’t knit. She wants to see you, and 
you better go out there right away. I would have gone myself, but I 
still feel pretty rocky, and the doctor’s with her— it’s not a real emer- 
gency.” 

“I’ll go right out,” Tom said. 

The next train to South Bay was a local one, which stopped almost 
every five minutes. Tom sat on a soiled green scat in the smoker 
staring out the window He didn’t want to think. At first there were 
only the dark caverns of Grand Central Station to see, with the dim 
figures of tired-appearing men in’overalls occasionally illuminated by 
naked electric-light bulbs. Then the train emerged into the bright 
sunlight and was surrounded by the littered streets and squalid brick 
tenements of Harlem. Tom had passed them twice a da> for years, 
and usually he didn’t look at them, but now hs didn’t want to think 
about his grandmother and he didn’t want to think about Hopkins, 
and the tenements absorbed his attention. There was one grimy brick 
building with a huge billboard showing a beautiful girl thirty feet 
long lying under a palm tree. “Fly to Miami,” the sign said. Directly 
under the girl’s head, about six feet below the edge of the billboard, 
was an open window, outside of which an orange crate had been 
tied. In the orange crate was a flowerpot with a withered geranium, 
and as the train passed it, an aged coloured woman with sunken 
cheeks leaned out of the window and poured some water from a 
milk bottle into the flowerpot. 

“Ticket?” the conductor asked. He was a stout, red-faced man, 
Jom gave him his commuter’s ticket. 

“We don’t go as far as Westport,” the conductor said. 

“I’m getting off at South Bay.” 
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“Westport tickets are no good on this train,” the conductor said. 
“You’ll have to buy a ticket to South Bay.” 

“But South Bay is on the way to Westport,” Tom objected, 

“I don’t make the rules,” the conductor said. 

Tom paid for a ticket to South Bay. The whole damn world is 
crazy, he thought. Grandmother is hurt and probably dying, and she 
brought me up, and I should be thinking only the kindest thoughts 
about her, and I can’t. 

She’s dying, he thought. She’s lived ninety-three years, and it’s all 
been a free ride. She’s never cooked a meal, or made a bed, or 
washed a diaper, or done a damn thing for herself or anybody else. 
She’s spent at least three million dollars, and her only comment has 
been that money is boring. She’s had a free ride for ninety-three 
years, and I’m damned if I’ll cry about the end of it. 

Yet to his astonishment he suddenly felt like crying. She doesn’t 
want to die, he thought. I’ll bet the poor old lady’s scared. 

Suddenly he remembered a night soon after his mother had died 
when a particularly violent thunder squall had struck the old house. 
Although he had been fifteen years old then, he had been afraid to 
stay in his room alone. He had gone to his grandmother’s room, and 
she had pliyed double solitaire with him half the night. If she wants 
me to, I’ll stay with her, he thought. I guess Betsy can get along 
without me for a few days. 

As soon as the taxi let him out at the front door of the big house, 
old Edward opened the front door for him. “The doctor’s in the 
living room, Mr. Rath,” he said. “He was hoping to see you before he 
went.” 

“Tell him to wait,” Tom said, and raced up the stairs to his 
grandmother’s room. The door was closed. Cautiously he opened it, 
in order not to awaken ner if she wej^e asleep. There was her big 
four-poster bed, with the old-fashioned crocheted canopy. The old 
lady was lying in the precise centre of the bed, propped up on pil- 
lows. She was looking out the window at the Sound, where a fleet of 
small sailboats was racing in the distance. She turned her heaef 
quickly and smiled at him, “I’m glad you’re here,” she said “They’re 
trying to take me to the hospital.” 
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‘Til talk to them ” he said. 

“My leg broke. didn’t fall and break it — ^it just broke, and then 
I fell.” 

“I’m sorry, Grandmother,” he said. “We’ll get you fixed up in no 
time.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said. “I’m going to die, and I prefer to 
die here. I detest hospitals.” 

“I’ll talk to the doctor,” he said. 

“Never mind that. I want you to make sure they don’t take me to 
the h()spital. They keep giving me drugs, and I don’t want to wake 
up in some iron cot with a lot of supercilious nurses telling me what 
to do.” 

“I’ll do my best,” Tom said. 

“The Senator died in this Bed, and I want to die here too.” 

“I’ll talk to the doctor now,” Tom said. 

“Stay here. There’s plenty of time. I’ve got lots of things I want to 
tell you and I may be asleep when you come back up. Do you know 
I’ve left everything I’ve got to you?” 

“I didn’t. Grandmother,” he said. “I’m very grateful.” 

“There’s not much,” she said. “For the last ten years I’ve been living 
off capital. And there’s a small mortgage on the house. You won’t 
get much.” 

“Try to sleep* now,” he said. “We can talk about business later.” 

“We might as well get it over with now. Did you know that most 
of your grandfather’s estate was lost long ago?” 

“Yes, Grandmother.” 

“How did you know?” 

“I guess you must have told me. I think I’ve always known it.” 

“I’m sorry things have happened this way,” she said. “The Senator 
and I had so much. I’ve always been sorry we couldn’t do more for 
you.” 

“You’ve given me a great deal,” he said. 

There was a long moment of silence during which she seemed to 
4 k breathing with difficulty, but she kept her eyes intently on his 
face, and he saw she didn’t want him to go. 

“I want you to do something for Edward,” she said. “He has to 
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be kept in his place, but he’s been loyal. He’s old and should be pro- 
vided for.” 

“I’ll try, Grandmother,” he said. 

She closed her eyes. “How do you think the house looks?” she 
asked drowsily. 

“Beautiful.” 

“I have tried to keep it up for you,” she said. “The west 
wing . . .” 

The sentence trailed off, and Tom saw she was asleep. After wait- 
ing a few minutes to be sure, he went downstairs. His grandmother’s 
doctor, an elderly man named Worthington, was waiting. 

“I’m afraid your grandmother isn’t very well,” he began. 

“How long do you think she can live?” 

The doctor took off his glasses and started polishing them with his 
handkerchief. “She’s broken her thigh,” he said, “and I think the 
pelvis may be fractured too. She took a bad fall. She says her leg 
just snapped and she fell, and it may actually have happened that 
way. We won’t be able to tell about the pelvis till we take her to the 
hospital and get her X-rayed.” 

“She doesn’t want to go to the hospital,” Tom said. “Is there really 
much poftit to it?” 

“We’ve got to get X rays,” the doctor replied, sounding shocked. 
“And we can’t give her proper care here!” 

“Won’t she die pretty soon, anyway?” 

“She will if she doesn’t get proper care!” the doctor said angrily. 
“With the proper care, we might be able to keep her going for quite 
a little while.” 

“She’ll be miserable in a hospital.” 

“I’ll call an ambulance,” the doctor said. “There’s no question that 
she has to go.” 

“I don’t think she’ll allow you to take her.” 

“We’ll fix it so she won’t know a thing about it,” the doctor said. 
Picking up a black bag, he climbed the stairs to the old lady’s room. 
Tom didn’t try to stop him. So she’s going to wake up in an iron bea 
in a strange room after all, he thought. 
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Florence Rath died only eight days later, complaining not so much 
of a broken thigh and a fractured pelvis as of the refusal of the 
doctors to obey her. 

“They l{now they can’t cure me, so why don’t they send me 
home?” she asked Tom every day, and he was never able to invent a 
plaus^lc answer. 

Perhaps on the theory that she might be sent home if she made 
herself unpleasant enough, she made as much trouble as possible and 
constantly insulted everyone. 

“The nurses are so common!*' she said loudly to Tom, “and the 
doctors aren’t much better. They all look like a lot of druggists!” She 
made the word sound like an unpardonable obscenity. 

For the entire eight days, she constantly demanded services of 
everyone. Every few minutes she called a nurse to ask her to smooth 
her covers, or to change the water in the many vases of flowers with 
which she had surrounded herself. She asked doctors to make tele- 
phone calls for her and even asked one elderly physician* to go out 
and buy her a paper. The night nurse simply disconnected her call 
bell. 

Never once, however, did the old lady complain of pain or show 
any fear of death. She made no attempt to solicit pity, and it would 
have been impossible to feel truly sorry for so imperious a figure. 
Tom wasn’t much surprised to find that in spite of the demands and 
insults she hurled at them, the doc^^ors and nurses loved her. Tired 
and harried as they were, they ran errands for her ancl sat listening 
to the endless stories she told of the exploits of “The Senator” and 
Tom’s father, “The Major.** 

She died in her sleep, two hours after Tom had left the hospital to 
* go back to Westport. He had visited her every evening on the way 
*^ome from work, after having arranged for a taxi to take Mrs. 
Manter home. By that time Be\sy was able to care for the children a 
few hours by herself. 

C 
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When the hospital called him to say the old lady had died, Tom 
said, “Thank you for calling,” very quietly, and the telephone re- 
ceiver carefully back on its hook. 

“What is it?” Betsy asked. 

“Grandmother’s dead,” he said. 

He went into the kitchen and got himself a drink. He was tired — 
for the last eight nights he hadn’t been getting to bed until after 
midnight, and even then he hadn’t been able to sleep. Everything 
seemed uncertain. He hadn’t heard a word from United Broadcast- 
ing. He had no idea whether his grandmother would leave even 
enough money to cover her debts. While she was in the hospital, he 
had asked her for the name of her lawyer, but she had seemed of- 
fended. 

“Wait,” she had said. “I’ll tell you when the time comes.” 

And she had told him, the afternoon before she died. The lawyer 
was Alfred J. Sims, a name Tom had never heard before in his life. 

Now the thought that there was a large house with an old man in 
it who had worked for his gf«’>dmother half his life and who now 
presumably expected a pension trom him worried Tom. The thought 
that Hopkins might decide not to hire him worried him, and the 
fact that I^ck Haver seemed to be growing increasingly impatient 
over the whole situation worried him. Every day Dick asked him 
whether he had heard anything from United Broadcasting— he 
seemed to take a wry pleasure from the question. And beyond these 
worries, Tom faced accumulating small debts. Mrs. Manter’s wages, 
the down payment on a new washing machine, and the daily taxi 
bill had wiped out his cash on hand, and he was charging everything 
he could, from groceries to medicine. Soon there would be his grand- 
mother’s hospital bill and funeral expenses. He wondered how long 
it would take to settle h '^r estate. 

ft 

“Isn’t it funny she never told you her lawyer’s name before?” 
Betsy asked. 

“She never talked about business.” 

"Don’t you think you should get a complete accounting from the 
lawyer? I mean an acjcounting for all the money she lost— it seems 
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awfully funny that she lost so much. For all we know, the lawyer’s 
been cheating he^for years.” 

“I’ll get a complete accounting,” he said. 

That night he slept hardly at all. In the morning he telephoned 
Sims, who apparently had only a residence in New York and no 
office. The lawyer’s voice was high pitched, with a pronounced Boston 
accent. “I’ve been expecting to hear from you,” he said. “Your grand- 
mother’s death was a great shock to me. Her papers are all in order, 
and I don’t think you need expect any difficulty.” 

SiiBs’s house was a brownstone structure on Fifty-third Street. 
After telling Dick Haver he wouldn’t be in all day because of his 
grandmother’s death, Tom took a taxi there. A uniformed maid 
opened the door and ushered him into a dimly lit study lined with 
books. Sims, a gaunt-faced man about sixty years old, was sitting in 
a wheel chair behind a desk littered with papers. 

“I’m glad to sec you, Tom,” he said. “Excuse me for not getting 
up. And excuse me for using your first name — I’ve known your 
family far too long to use anything else.” 

“I’m glad to meet you,” Tom replied. 

“Your grandmother was a great woman,” Sims said. “She’s the last 
of her kind.” 

“I know,” Tom replied abstractedly. He w^s staring at a photo- 
graph of a yoilng man, a rather faded photograph which he was 
quite sure was of his father. The p'notograph was in a leather frame 
on Sims’s desk. 

“You recognize the picture.^” 

“My father?” 

“Of course. Your father and I were good friends. We were class- 
mates at college, and we were in France together.” 

“I never saw that picture before,” Tom said. He picked the frame 
up and inspected the photograph more closely. It showed a man five 
or six years younger than himself. The man wore a tweed cap, and 
he was smiling boyishly. Tom put the photograph down. Somewhere 
*in the back of the house a clock struck the quarter hour. 

“Now about your grandmother’s estate,” Sims said, picking up* a 
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folder with a blue cover from his desk. “As I presume you know, 
you are the sole heir.” 

“She told me,” Tom said. 

“And I presume you also know that there isn’t much in the es- 
tate.” 

“How much?” 

“This may come as something of a shock to you, but when the 
estate is completely settled, I don’t think you’ll have much except for 
the house. There are some securities of course, but there’s also a 
mortgage on the house, and there’ll be an inheritance tax. And 1 
suppose you’ll want to do something about Edward.” 

“I’ll have to sec,” Tom said. “Just what is the value of the securi- 
ties?” 

“I haven’t checked the current market value recently, but there 
will be about twenty thousand dollars. Not much more. If your 
grandmother had lived a few more years, I don’t know what we 
would have done.” 

“And the mortgage? How much is that?” 

“Ten thousand dollars.” 

“I don’t understand iti” Tom blurted out. “Do you have any idea 
how much^Grandmother inherited from her father and from Grand- 
father, and how she ir^naged to lose it?” 

“WJbat has she told you?” 

“Nothing!” 

“But you knew she had lost a great deal.” 

“She told me just before she died, and I guess I’ve always assumed 
. it, from the way she had to economize.” 

Sims sighed. “What do you know about your father?” he asked. 

“What kind of man was he?” 

“He was delightful,” Sims said. “He was possibly the most charm- 
ing, talented man ever born. That’s why I wish you could have 
known him — you would be proud of him.” 

“WlAit happened to him?” 

“I don’t know — it’s pretty hard to explain what happens to people. « 
When we were in collgge together, Steve could do anything. During 
the first few weeks wc were overseas, he was the best officer I’ve 
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ever seen. He was the last man Fd ever expect to have a nervous 
breakdown, but 7 hat’s what he had. In those days we called it shell 
shock. They sent him home, and after he had spent a few months in 
a hospital, he got a job with Irvington and Wells — that used to be 
just about the best brokerage house on the street. He tried awfully 
hard there — I guess Fm one of the few people who really knows how 
hard he tried, and how much he wanted to succeed — ^but he wasn’t 
well. He couldn’t concentrate on anything, and sometimes he got so 
nervous during conferences that he’d have to get up and walk out of 
the room. Old Wells loved him like a son — everyone loved your 
father — but finally he had to ask him to take some time off ^ind try 
to get himself under control. Your father had just been married a few 
months, and it was a great blow to him. He and your mother lived 
with your grandmother, and the idleness didn’t do him any good. He 
asked your grandmother if he could handle her estate, and your 
grandmother thought it might give him confidence to let him try. 
He made some bad mistakes — that can happen to anyone. Your 
grandmother was patient, but he got panicky — he was determined to 
get back everything he’d lost. He started taking long shots on the 
stock market and losing more and more. I tried to reason with him, 
but getting back all the money he had lost seemed a n.«tter of life 
and death with him. I talked it over with j^our grandmother, and 
she finally decided she had to take what was left of her estate out of 
his hands. The night she told him that, he started driving off some- 
where and was killed.” 

“Was it suicide.?” 

“I don’t know. He left no notes. When we looked into things, we 
found he had recently taken out some life insurance that had a sui- 
cide clause in it. The insurance company paid. We also found that 
his losses had been worse than we knew. Four fifths of your grand- 
mother’s estate was gone.” 

Sims paused. “In 1928, I managed to build up the estate^ a good 
deal, and we were lucky enough to get out before the crash,” he con- 
tinued. “I must admit, though, that I never could get your grand- 
mother to live on a budget— >she aways felt that she was entitled to 
a certain standard of living, and that she would maintain it as long 
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as she had a cent. I don't know what she would have done if she 
had been forced to sell that house— I’m glad I ^ever had ta find 
out.” 

"Thanks for telling me all this,” Tom said. “I don’t know why, 
but I feel a lot better knowing.” 

“Your father’s death was a great shock to your grandmother,” 
Sims said. “She was determined never to tell you about it. And she 
never wanted any member of her family to have anything to do with 
her money after that, either. That's understandable, of course, but 
she carried it to extremes. She never wanted you to meet me — she 
was afraid I’d tell you about your father. I think she’d be angry if 
she knew I was telling you now.” 

“She gave me your name,” Tom said. 

“She knew you finally had to know. 'Anyway, there’s nothing for 
you to be ashamed of. He was a fine man.” 

Sims wheeled his chair to a cupboard near his desk and took out 
a bottle of sherry. Tom noticed that his hand shook as he poured it 
into two glasses. Suddenly the older man looked up and smiled. 
‘Tou see,” he said, “I understand your father. The war hit me too. 
Not only my legs — ^my hands.” 

“It almo|t happened to me,” Tom said. 

“You were in the last one?” 

“Not Korea. The one before that.” • 

“But you came out all right.” 

“I wasn’t in sustained action,” Tom said. “We didn’t have trench 
warfare. I don’t think I could have taken that. I was usually thrown 
in for a few days and then taken out.” 

“I remember now,” Sims said. “I know what you were in. It 
scares hell out of me just to think of it.” 

The sherry tasted good When they had finished it, Sims said, “I’ve 
prepared a dossier on the whole estate — a complete history of it, in 
fact. I’ll have it typed up and mailed to you. It may take several 
months to get the will through the probate court. If you need cash 
in the meantime, I can arrange for a bank to give you a loan on the * 
securities.” 
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“I may need cash/’ Tom said. “I’m broke. And until the house is 
sold, things are going to be tough.” 

“Don’t sell it too fast,” Sims said. “Your grandmother has twenty- 
three acres of the best land in South Bay. It ought to be worth 
something.” 



That night when he got home to Westport, Tom found a letter 
from United Broadcasting. “We’re sorry to have taken so long before 
getting in touch with you,” it said, “but Mr. Hopkins has been on 
an extended trip to the West Coast, and it has not been until now 
that we have been in a position to discuss final arrangements with 
you. Mr. Hopkins enjoyed meeting you, and if you would care to 
drop into my office Friday at ii a.m., I hope we can ^ork some- 
thing out.” The letter was signed by Ogden* 

“It’s good nows, isn’t it?” Betsy asked. < 

“I guess so.” 

“You don’t sound very excited.” 

“I’m confused,” Tom said. “I don’t sec how we can do everything 
we’re supposed to do.” 

He had already told Betsy about his conversation with Sims. They 
both sat thinking about the necessity to make some sort of decision 
about old Edward, and how to sell the big house tnost advanta- 
geously, and how to keep it up meanwhile, and how at the same 
time to start a new job. 

“The trouble is,” Tom said, “I have no idea what we’re ^ing to 
net on the estate, and it may be months before wc know. That old 
house is pretty much a white .elephant, I’m sure, but until we sell it 

- 61 - 



we won’t have any idea whether we’re going to end up in the hole, 
or with quite a lot.” 

“You worry about United Broadcasting,” Betsy said. “Fm feeling 
pretty well now. I don’t need Mrs. Manter any more, and Fll make 
all the arrangements about your grandmother’s house. Don’t worry 
about it for the next month. Fve already talked to Edward and told 
him we wanted him to stay on for another month, until we know 
what arrangements can be made. He’s going to live there as a care- 
taker.” 

“You’ve already spoken to him?” 

“He telephoned here for instructions.” 

Tom sighed. “The funeral’s tomorrow,” he said, “and the next 
day, Fll see Ogden and make some kind of decision there. After that 
Fll worry about Grandmother’s house.”. 

The day after the funeral when Tom went into the United Broad- 
casting building, he did not think at all about the familiar-appearing 
elevator operator until he saw the man standing outside his elevator, 
smoking a cigarette. Instinctively wishing to avoid him, Tom quickly 
walked into another elevator. When he got to Ogden’s outer office, a 
secretary told him he might have to wait quite a long while, because 
someone frflm out of town had come in unexpectedly to see Ogden, 
Tom sat in a comfortalJle leather chair. His thoughts kept returning 
to the elevator operator. It was ridiculous to be preoccupied with 
such a matter, he told himself; what possible meaning could it have? 
Still, it was maddening not to be able to place the man’s face and 
that deep, familiar voice. With an effort Tom forced himself to think 
about his coming interview with Ogden. 

“Have you made up your mind whether you want to work with 
us?” Ogden asked when Tom finally got in to see him. 

“I don’t really know enough details to make a decision,” Tom said. 
“We haven’t discussed salary.” 

“We jliscussed it, but I guess we didn’t reach an agreement,” 
Ogden said casually. “I understand your salary at the Schanenhauser 
Foundation has been seven thousand a year. We are prepared to offer 
you eight.” 
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Tom hesitated. It didn’t seem feasible for him to bargain with 
United Broadcasting, but it also didn’t seem possible that Hopkins 
would worry about two thousand dollars more a year if he really 
wanted him. “I’ve had a long talk with Dick Haver,” Tom said 
finally, “and I understand my prospects are fairly good at the foun- 
dation. . . .” 

“We don’t believe in starting people at high salaries,” Ogden said. 
“If new employees prove themselves here, their compensation is ad- 
justed accordingly.” 

Tom visualized himself going back to Dick Haver and saying he 
had decided not to go to United Broadcasting. Dick would probably 
let him wait a long while for a raise after that. Still, if Hopkins 
really wanted him, now was, the time to hold out. 

“I’m sorry,” Tom said, “There is always a certain amount of risk 
in starting a new position, and I feel I should be compensated for it. 
I want ten thousand a year.” 

“We wouldn’t feel justified in giving you that,” Ogden said easily. 
“We don’t like to c^jibhle about these things, for we feel that if a 
man really wants to work for United Broadcasting, it isn’t necessary. 
Nevertheless, we might stretch a point and give you nine thousand. 
I’m afraid we couldn’t do more than that now.” 

If I still held out, I might be able to get more, Tom thought, but 
he dreaded the possibility of another week’s indecision while Ogden 
and the others conferred. “All right,” he said. “I’m very pleased to 
accept the position. I feel it will be a great privilege to work for Mr. 
Hopkins.” 

“Fine!” Ogden said. “We’re delighted to have you. Can you start 
in a week.?” 

“I ought to give the foundation at least two weeks! notice.” 

“We need you right away — Mr. Hopkins has a speech he has to 
prepare. I’ll see if we can hx it up with Dick Haver.” 

“If Dick approves, it’s all right with me,” Tom replied. 

“One more thing,” Ogden said. “You’ll be working with Mr. Hop- 
kins, but you’ll be responsible directly to me. And for the first six 
months you’ll be on a temporary basis.” 

“1 understand.” 
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“Good luck,” Ogden said, concluding the interview. “WcVe look- 
ing forward to a very happy relationship.” 

When Tom got home that night there was a long bright-red 
Jaguar convertible parked in the driveway of the little house in West- 
port. In the living room Betsy was seated on the sofa, talking to a 
short thin man dressed in a soft tweed suit. 

“This is Mr. Sw^son Howard,” she said to Tom as he came in 
the front door. “He wants to talk to you.” 

“How do you do, Mr. Swanson,” Tom said. 

“It's Swanson Howard, not Howard Swanson,” the man said, get- 
ting to his feet. He was almost a foot shorter than Tom. 

“Of course,” Tom said. “Fm glad to meet you.” 

“Anybody want a drink?” Betsy asked. 

“Martini?” Tom suggested to Howdrd. 

“A little Scotch on the rocks,” Howard said. 

“Fm afraid we don’t have any Scotch,” Betsy said. 

“A Martini will be fine then,” Howard replied, and lit a cigarette. 
“I was very sorry to hear of Mrs. Rath’s death.” 

“You knew her?” Tom asked. 

“I knew of her.” Howard looked around the room, and Tom 
imagined jhat his eyes dwelt on the crack in the wall, and the soiled 
upholstery on one of* the chairs. “I understand she left you her 
house,” Howard said. 

“That’s right.” 

“Do you plan to move into it?” 

Betsy came from the kitchen, carrying a tray with a pitcher of 
Martinis and three glasses. “Fm sorry, but there aren’t any olives or 
pickled onions or lemon peels or anything to go in it.” she said. 
“Anyway, we’ve got the essentials.” 

Howard accepted a dr nk, but kept his eyes on Tom. 

“We expect to sell it,” Tom said. 

“I might be interested in buying the place,” Howard said casually, 
and toAk the first sip of his drink. Betsy sat down suddenly in the 
nearest chair. 

VThe estate won’t b^ settled for quite a while,” Tom said. 

“I understand that. Of course, a place like that isn’t easy to sell, as 
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I’m sure you know. The property needs a lot of work. The house is 
old-fashioned, and far too big for most people. The taxes are about 
twenty-two hundred dollars a year, and it would cost about twenty- 
four hundred a year to heat the place. And of course it couldn’t be 
run without servants. You won’t find many prospective purchasers 
for a property like that, and it will be expensive for you to hold for 
long.” 

“You seem to know a lot about it,” Tom said. 

“I like the place. I like the view. We might be able to work somc- 
thing'out.” 

“Do you want to make an offer?” 

“My offer would probably sound low to you,” Howard said. “It 
would be based solely on the value of the land. Although I might 
live in the house. I’d figure it had almost no market value.” 

“How muwh vvDukl you offer?” 

“Twenty thousand dollars.” 

“I’ll have to consider it,” Tom said. “I won’t be able to give you 
an answer for a lonj^ while.” 

“I’m afraid I’d have to know within a week or so,” Howard said. 
“We’re considering several properties.” He took an engraved card 
from his pocket and handed it to Tom. “Hearthside Rtsiaurants, 
Inc.,” it said in large letters, and in smaller letters at the left-hand 
bottom corner, "“‘Mr. Swanson Howard.” In the right-hand corner 
was an address on Thirty-third Street in New York and a telephone 
number. 

“Would you be buying the house as a residence for yourself?” 
Tom asked. 

“Of course. If we can get a decision within a week or so.” 

“I’ll be in touch with you,” Tom said. 

Howard thanked him for t^e drink, smiled mechanically, and left. 
A moment later the engine of the Jaguar roared — apparently he had 
a cutout on the exhaust. 

“What do you think?” Betsy asked excitedly. “You’ll hold out for 
more, won’t you?” 

“I don’t know,” Tom said, stretching out exhaustedly on the coudi. 
“By the way, United Broadcasting hired me today. The salary’s nine 
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thousand, and I’m on a temporary basis for six months. I’m supposed 
to start in a week.” 

"That’s wonderful!” Betsy said. “Oh, Tommy, kt’s put this damn 
little house on the market tomorrow! Everything’s going to be won- 
derful for us — 1 can just feel it!” 

The front door slammed, and Barbara rushed in, followed by Janey 
and Pete. “Momma!*” Janey said excitedly. “There are some boys 
across the street with knives, and they said they’re going to stic\ 
usl” 

"They’re probably rubber knives,” Betsy said. 

“They’re real IfnivesI" 

"Play upstairs then,” Betsy said. “Your father and I are talking.” 

“They said they were going to chop off our hands and our legs 
and our heads and everything!” • 

“They were just fooling,” Betsy said. “Upstairs!” 

“But they weren’t foo!ing!” 

“upstairs, or I’ll call Mrs. Manter!” 

The three children immediately went upstairs. 

“The name Mrs. Manter still works,” Betsy said gratefully. “I 
don’t think you ought to sell Grandmother’s house to that man. He’s 
in too much of a hurry. With a salary of nine thousand we could 
afford to hold it for a vhile.” 

“I dpn’t know,” To'm said. Unaccountably, he felt, depressed and 
pessimistic. “Suppose we turn down this offer,” he said, “and sup- 
pose that after six months, they tell me I’m through at United 
Broadcasting. And suppose we can’t sell Grandmother’s place. Then 
what do we do?” 

“Don’t be absurd,” Betsy said. “I’ll bet that at the end of six 
months you get a big'raise at United Broadcasting. Hopkins seemed 
to like you, didn’t he?” 

“Sure, he seemed to like me. Hopkihs seems to like everybody. 
With the money he makes, why shouldn’t he? I tell you, Betsy, I’m 
uneasy.d don’t like this guy Ogden, and it’s him I’m really going to 
be working for. I don’t like being responsible for old Edward. What 
are we supposed to do, pay him a salary for the rest of his life, or 
give him a lump sum ? You can’t throw an old man like that out on 
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the street. And I’m worried about Grandmother’s house. It would 
cost us at least six thousand a year to hang on to it, counting mort- 
gage, taxes, minimum repairs, and a caretaker of some kind. You’d 
have to have a caretaker there, or it would go to hell in no time. 
Are you going to keep a house that costs you six thousand dollars a 
year on a salary of nine thousand? And what happens when you lose 
the job paying you the nine thousand ?” 

“You can’t look at things like that,” Betsy said. “You’ve got to 
plan on things going all right. I’ve never seen you lose your self- 
confidence!” 

“I haven’t lost it, but maybe it’s time we started being sensible. All 
we’ve ever thought about is getting out of this house. The more I 
think about it, the more I think that’s crazy. This house is plenty 
comfortable enough. With nine thousand a year, we could afford 
some life insurance. Did you ever stop and think what would happen 
to you if I dropped dead some morning?” 

“Don’t think about it!” Betsy said. “I’d drop dead right alongside 
you.” 

“Then what would happen to the children?” 

“What’s gotten into you. Tommy? I’ve never heard you talk like 
this before!” 

“I think we’ve both always assumed that Grandmother would be 
waiting to catch us if we tripped,” he said. “Maybe it’s time we 
grew up. She’s not there any more.” 

“All right, get some more insurance,” Betsy said, “but when we 
sell Grandmother’s place, we can still afford a better home.” 

“Can we? Let’s say that after we take care of old Edward, we 
net twenty thousand dollars out of Grandmother’s house. Let’s say I 
hang on to my job, and over the years get a few small raises — I’m 
beginning to doubt like hell I’m going to get rich quick on a mental- 
health project. Let’s say, though, that in ten years I’m making fifteen 
thousand. How arc we going to send the kids to college?” 

“On fifteen thousand it would be easy!” 

“Maybe — but we’ve never lived on a budget yet. For a while, all 
three kids will be in college at the same time. We ought to figure at 
least three thousand dollars a year for each child at college. That’s 
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nine thousand a year, after taxes. That means we’ll need thirty-six 
thousand dollars to send three kids through college. Do you think 
you could take that out of my salary?” 

“We’d manage it somehow. Anyway, they wouldn’t need three 
thousand a year.” 

“1 needed it, and that was fifteen years ago, almost. We’ve never 
talked about this, Betsy, but I figure we owe our kids the same kind 
of education we got, and that’s what Grandmother’s money really 
should be used for.” 

“You plan to live the rest of our lives here?” 

“We could do worse.” 

“I don’t give a damn,” she said. “I won’t be noble. Not unless 
you make me.” 

“Think it over,” he said. 

“I have thought it over. It’s not fair to the children to bring them 
up in a neighbourhood like this!” 

“What’s wrong with this neighbourhood?” 

“It’s dtilir 

“You mean ‘The Senator’ wouldn’t like it?” 

“That’s cruel,” she said. “Anyway, ‘The Senator’ is your ancestor, 
not mine. I mean that I don’t like it, and I’m not ashamed to admit 
it!” 

“It’s time we forgot the Rath family’s dreams of glory, and your 
family’s dreams of glory too,” he said. “It’s time we started being 
sensible.” 

“My family never had any dreams of glory!” 

“Didn’t your father borrow ten thousand dollars to throw that 
coming-out party where I met you?” 

Betsy Hashed. “Where did you hear that?” 

“He told me himself. He was very honest about explaining to me 
that I wasn’t marrying any money.” * 

“Dad borrowed it to keep a promise,” she said. “Ever since I was a 
little gill, he promised me a big coming-out party, and when the 
time came, he couldn’t afford it. So he borrowed the money. That’s 
the kind of a man he was. And he paid every cent back.” 
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“It was nice of him,” Tom said, “but don’t you think that was ^ 
crazy promise to make to a little girl? Hell, when you were a little 
girl, you didn’t cate! He was making a promise to himself” 

“It was a lovely party,” Betsy said. “I’ll never forget it. And if I 
hadn’t had it, I might never have met you.” 

“Most expensive damn introduction in the world!” Tom said. 
“We’ve got to get that kind of stuff out of our minds.” 

“I haven’t even mentioned a coming-out party for Barbara and 
Janey,” Betsy said. “All I want is a deceit house, without a damn- 
fool Stack in the wall like a question mark, and without everything 
coming apart.” 

“We can have the wall replastered,” Tom said. “I’m going to bed.” 

He took a half tumblerful of Martinis up with him and lay for a 
long while sipping it in the dark. When it was finished, he went to 
sleep. He had no idea how much later it was when Betsy awoke 
him by shaking his sh^fuldcrs hard. “Go away,” he said. “I’m asleep.” 

“Wake up!” she said. “I’ve got a wonderful idea!” 

She almost rolled him out of bed. The light was bright in his eyes. 
“Tell me in the moiiiing!” he said. 

“No!” she said. “Now!” 

He struggled to a sitting position and rubbed his eyes. “What 
time is it?” 

“It’s only about one o’clock. Ever since you’ve been asleep, I’ve 
been sitting downstairs thinking, and suddenly I got it!” 

“Got what?” 

“This idea!” 

“Go to sleep.” 

“No! You’ve got to listen to me!” 

“I will if you get me a drink,” he said. 

She rushed downstairs and came back with a glass half full of gin 
and ice. “There’s no more Vermouth,” she said, “but this ought to 
fix you.” 

He sipped it and made a face. 

“Now!” she said. “Will you listen?” 

“Is there a choice?” 
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.^”What I want to do,** she said, **is to sell this house and move 
imo Grandmother*8 house. Not for good, you understand — ^just until 
we can figure out what to do with it.*’ 

“That’s wonderful,” he said. “Grandmother wanted us to add 
another wing. Do you plan to do that too?” 

“Be quiet, hlow you stop and figure, Tommy. We’ve got twenty- 
three acres in South ^Bay, the only twenty-three acres with a view 
anything like that. Even around here, good one-acre lots sell for as 
much as five thousand dollars apiece. If we divided that land up, we 
might get as high as a hundred thousand dollars!” 

“Sure,” he said. “But there arc a few other things to consider. 
Things like zoning restrictions. Things like building roads, so people 
could get to their lots. Things like wells and sewers.” 

“Exactly,” she said. “And we couldn’t figure all that out while we 
were living in Westport and you were working in New York. But if 
I were living in Grandmother’s house, I could sec the zoning board, 
and show contractors the place, and all the rest of it.” 

“And what if it didn’t work?” 

“We’d still be there to sell Grandmother’s place. And we’d have 
the money from selling this house. And we could let Edward stay 
with us.” 

“Let’s talk about it in the morning,” Tom said. 

“We can’t give Edward a pension — we never could afford it. And 
I bet htf’d rather stay right in the old house.” 

“Talk about it in the morning,” Tom repeated. 

“And there arc even more possibilities! Let’s say we took all our 
available* money, from selling this place and from Grandmother’s es- 
tate and everything. Let’s say we took it all and converted Grand- 
mother’s carriage house into a dwelling. It could be a charming place. 
Let’s say we did that and sold it with one acre of land for forty 
thousand dollars. Places like that go for. at least that, and I bet we 
could fix the old carriage house up for twenty thousand. That would 
give us a profit of twenty thousand. We could use that to build an- 
other house and sell that for profit. We could put up a whole hous- 
ing development, one house at a time. Maybe we could make more 
than a hundred thousand!** 
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“Fm dizzy,” Tom said. “To do that, you’d need capital. Yoiifd 
have to know the real-estate business and the building business. And 
you should be able to devote full time to it.” 

“I can learn, and I will devote full time to it.” 

“And in the end we’d lose our shirts,” Tom said. “I know it.” 

“In the end we might have a hundred thousand dollars and the 
pick of the new houses for ourselves.” 

“Dreams of glory,” he said, “Fve spent my whole life getting over 
them.” 

“Ipok, Tommy,” she said. “You said I should think, and I did. 
You know what you are? You’re spoiled. You’ve spent most of your 
life feeling sorry for yourself because you knew Grandmother wasn’t 
going to leave you a lot of money. You’re spoiled and you’re licked 
before you start. In spite of ^11 you did in the war, you’re not really 
willing to go our and fight for what you want. You came back from 
the war, and you rook an easy job, and we both bellyached all the 
time because you didn’t get more money. And what's more, you’re a 
coward. You're afraid to risk a god-damn thing!” 

“Thanks for the character reference,” he said. 

“You’ve gotten to the point where you disrespect anybody who 
does what you can’t do,” she said. “You sneer at the United Broad- 
casting men, and everybody else. You think you’re somcitiing special 
because a hell of a long while ago you were a good paratrooper. And 
now all you want is security, and life insurance, and money in the 
bank to send the kids to college twelve or fifteen years from now, 
and you’re scared because for six months you’ll be on trial on a new 
job, and you always look at the dark side of everything, and you’ve 
got no guts!'* 

Suddenly she broke into tears. “I love you. Tommy,” she said be- 
tween sobs. “I just had to say it.” 

For several minutes the room was quiet. 

“You’re partly right,” he said suddenly. 

“I exaggerated,” she said. “And, Tommy, you’ve got mpre guts 
than any man I ever saw. Do you know why I love you. Tommy? 
It’s a funny thing — it’s childish. It’s because I never saw a man I 
thought could get away with making you really angry.” 
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^Plenty have,” he said. 

”It*s not just strength,” she said. “It’s something in you. When you 
really want something, I don’t think anything in the' world can stand 
in your way. That’s why you were so damned good in the war.” 

”It was luck,” he said. “Whether you get out of a war or not is 
ninety per cent luck.” 

“Maybe,” she said, '‘but since you’ve gotten back, you haven’t 
really wanted much. You’ve worked hard, but at heart you’ve never 
been really trying.” 

“We’ll have a go at this real-estate thing if you want,” he said. “I 
still doubt like hell that it will work. If we wind up broke, can you 
take it?” 

“I can take it,” she said. “And you can too. I know what you’re 
thinking about.” 

“My father.” 

“I know. But it’s better to think of Barbara and Jancy and Pete, 
and a new life. I haven’t been really trying, cither. From now on I’m 
going to change.” 



When Tom awoke in the morning, Betsy was already dressed. Her 
hair was combed and she had put on lipstick. 

“What time is it?” he asked. 

“Six-thirty.” 

“Good God,” he said. “Go away. I’ve another hour to sleep.” 

“No you dont” she said. “No more rushing for the train.” 
“Whaf?” 

“This is the new regime. We’re going to have a leisurely breakfast 
before you go to work.”- 
“Oh, God!” he said. 
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The three children came in and stood by the bed staring at him. 
Their hair was all combed, and they had on freshly ironed clothes. 
“Momma got us up early,” Janey said mournfully. “Are you going to 
get up too?” 

“He certainly isl” Betsy said. “Tom, I’ve got a lot of important 
things I want to say to you. Get up this minute!” 

There didn’t seem to be much chance of getting any more sleep, 
so Tom climbed out of bed, groped his way to the bathroom, and 
started to shave. When he went downstairs, he heard a coffeepot per- 
colSting. The coffee smelled good. In the kitchen he found the break- 
fast table fully set and waffles cooking. “What’s going on?” he asked 
Betsy. 

“Breakfast,” she said. “No more instant coffee. No more grabbing 
a piece of toast to eat on the way to the station. We’re going to start 
living sanef ) .” 

He sat down and poured some maple syrup on a waffle. 

“No more hotdogs and hamburgers for dinner,” Betsy said. “I’m 
going to start making stews and casseroles and roasts and things.” 

“Just watch the grocery bill,” he said. 

“No more television.” 

“What?” 

“No more television. I’m going to give the damn set away.” 

“What for?*” 

“Bad for the kids,” she said. ’‘Instead of shooing them off to the 
television set, weVe going to sit m a family group and read aloud. 
And you ought to get your mandolin fixed up. We could have 
friends in and sing — we’ve been having too much passive entertain- 
ment.” 

Tom poured himself a fragrant cup of coffee. “I’ll need the televi- 
sion for my work,” he said. 

Betsy ignored him. “No more homogenized milk,” she said. “We’re 
going to save two cents a quart and shake the bottle ourselves.” 

“Fine.” 

“And we’re going to church every Sunday. We’re going to stop 
lying around Sunday mornings, drinking Martinis. We’re going to 
church in a family group.” 
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“All right” 

''Petcrr Betsy said. 

Pete had just slowly and deliberately poured half the bottle of 
maple syrup over his waffle. The syrup had overflowed the plate and 
was now dripping on the floor. “You J(now you shouldn’t do that!” 

“Don’t be cross,” Japey said. “It was an accident.” 

“It was not an accident,” Barbara said. “He did it on purpose. I 
saw him.” 

“Don’t be a tattletale,” Betsy said, wiping up the syrup with a 
damp rag. “You children arc going to learn some table manners. No 
waffles for you, Pete.” 

Pete immediately began to howl at the top of his lungs. “Give 
him his waffle,” Tom said hastily. “It was an accident.” 

“No,” Betsy said. “We’re going to start having some consistent 
punishment around here.” 

Pete put his thumb in his mouth and stared at her solemnly. 

“It’s almost time for me to catch my train,” Tom said. “Are you 
going to drive me to the station, or can I take the car?” 

“You’re going to walk!” she said. “It’s time you started getting 
some exercise.” 

“I’m goiifg to take the car,” he said. “Unless you want to drive 
me.” 

**Cant you walk?” 

“I’m tired this morning,” he said. “Arc you going to drive, or shall 
I take the car?” 

“I’ll drive,” she said judiciously. “Get in the car, kids!” 

The children scrambled into the car. All the way to the station, 
Betsy sat uncomfortably erect. Hardly any cars were at the station 
when they got there, and they saw they had ten minutes to wait for 
the train. They sat in silence. , 

“You think Fm being silly, don’t you?” Betsy said suddenly. 

“I’m just a little startled.” 

“We ought to start doing the things we believe in,” she said. 
“We’ve got a lot of hard work ahead of us, and we better start 
nov^.” 

He kissed her and went to buy his paper. On the train it was both 
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cool and quiet. He sank down in a blue plush-covcrcd seat. All up 
and down the aisle men were sitting, motionless and voiceless, 
reading their papers. Tom opened his and read a long story about 
negotiations in Korea. A columnist debated the question of when 
Russia would have hydrogen bombs to drop on the United States. 
Tom folded his paper and stared out the window at the suburban 
stations gliding by. He wondered what it would be like to work for 
Ogden and Hopkins, and he wondered whether Betsy’s schemes 
could possibly turn out successfully. What would happen if he got 
fired by Hopkins and Betsy’s real-estate deals turned into a fiasco? 

“It doesn’t really matter.” The words came to his mind so clearly 
that he half thought someone had spoken them in his ear. 

“Here goes nothing.” 

The sentence sounded in his mind, flat and emotionless. Suddenly 
the tension drained out of him, and he felt relaxed. It will be inter- 
esting to see what happens, he thought. Then he had a sudden im- 
pulse to laugh. The man across the aisle from him peered over his 
paper suspiciously, and Tom turned his face toward the window. A 
railroad track alongside the ones on which he was speeding gleamed 
brightly in the sun. 

“It doesn’t really matter.” During the war that had beeji a kind of 
key phrase for him, almost a magical charm, an incantation. He had 
always been tense before a jump. He had always started worrying 
about Betsy — that was the first stage, as soon as he learned he had 
another jump coming up. He had had a clear picture in his mind of 
a Western Union boy delivering a telegram to her beginning, ‘The 
War Department regrets to inform you . . .” Betsy would open the 
telegram, and then she’d go upstairs to the big bedrfX)m in Grand- 
mother’s house, and she’d show it to Grandmother, and Grand- 
mother would say, “You should be proud. He died for his country.” 
And then Betsy would sta:t to swear — he had always been able to sec 
her staring at his grandmother, crying and swearing, exactly as his 
mother had long ago. 

That vision had always given way to another, on the eve of a 
combat jump. He’d start thinking about how he’d never go to bed 
with Betsy again. And he’d start thinking about all the cold beer he 
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wa^ never going to drink, and the rare steaks he was never going to 
cat. Then he’d start getting mad. 

By the time he’d got his parachute on, or had “chuted up,” as they 
had called it in the ’troops, he had usually widened his self-pity to 
embrace all the others aboard the plane. The poor bastards, he had 
thought. The men had sat in their bucket seats on each side of the 
aisle of the plane, as expressionless as the men on the commuter train 
— about the only difference was that during the war they had had no 
newspapers. Tom had often sat there, expressionless as the others, 
thinking of a whole platoon of Western Union boys delivering the 
War Department’s regrets. He had heard men talk about premoni- 
tions of death before a battle, and often when someone was killed, it 
would turn out that he had told someone about a premonition, but 
Tom had had premonitions all the time. 

The worst part of the whole nightmare had always come just a 
few minutes before the jump. A sharp image of a compound fracture 
of the right thigh would suddenly flash into his mind. During his 
first combat jump the man beside him had landed wrong and suf- 
fered a compound fracture of the right thigh. A long jagged splinter 
of bone had come through the trouser leg, and the man had sat 
there staring at it until someone had given him a shot of morphine. 
Tom had never seen fyim again, because the Germans had started, 
moving'in on them, and it had been necessary to abandon the man 
with the broken thigh, lying there doped up, still staring at the 
splinter of bone. Tom had never been able to forget it, and almost 
every time after that he’d catch himself gripping his own right thigh 
a few minutes before he had to jump. It was at such times that this 
silly sentence would come into his mind, and he'd start to relax. 

“It doesn’t really matter.” 

The words had had a marvellous effect^ on him. He had often re- 
peated them to himself, until they began to sound like some kind of 
revelation. By the time it had been necessary to stand up and walk 
toward tlie open door of the airplane, he had always been able to 
move as casually as though he were just going to step into the next 
room. 

“Geronimo!” a lot of the men used to yell as they jumped, trying 
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to sound fierce as hell. Tom used to yell it too when it was expected 
of him, but what he was really thinking, with a curiously comforting 
air of detachment, was “It doesn’t really matter.” And then, just as 
Tom went through the door into the prop blast, the second part of 
the charm had always come to him: “Here goes nothing.” And when 
the parachute had opened, with its terrific wallop at the back of his 
neck, and he found himself floating down in that curious moment 
of complete quiet and calm which immediately precedes a combat 
landing, the third part of his incantation had always come to him: 
“It ^vill be interesting to see what happens.” 

All this seemed incredible to Tom as he looked back at it, but 
those three catch phrases still had the power to soothe him as he sat 
on the train, one of many men holding newspapers on their laps, and 
thought about a new job arfd what Betsy called “the start of a new 
regime.” 

By the time he got to New York, he felt relaxed. What the hell is 
all the crisis about? he thought. After the whole damn war, why am 
I scared now? I always thought peace would be peaceful, he thought, 
and laughed. As he walked through Grand Central Station, he looked 
up and for the first time in years noticed the stars painted on the 
blue ceiling there. They seemed to be shining brightly, ^^nd feeling 
slightly theatrical, he wondered if it were legitimate to 'wish on a 
painted star. He decided it would be all right to make a phony wish, 
so he wished he could make a million dollars and add a new wing to 
his grandmother’s house, with a billiard room and a conservatory in 
which to grow orchids. 
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It was while he was walking up Forty-second Street from Grand 
Centra] Station to his office at the Schanenhauser Foundation that he 
saw the man with a leather jacket. It was an ordinary brown leather 
jacket with a sheepskin collar — it was only unusual that the man 
should be wearing it in the summer. The man was a swarthy, rather 
rumpled individual, wearing dungarees, a T-shirt, and the leather 
jacket, unzipped. Somehow the jacket nagged at Tom’s mind — he 
had seen one like it somewhere a long while ago. It was ridiculous to 
have one’s mind keep returning to a leather jacket when there was 
work to be done. The memory of the leather jacket was like a riddle, 
the answer to which had been half forgotten, obscurely important, as 
though someone had told him a secret he was never to repeat, a se- 
cret with some hidden meaning, but now he couldn’t remember it. 

Trying to put the jacket out of his mind, he hurried along the 
street. While he was waiting to cross Fifth Avenue, a man standing 
beside him coughed painfully. Then Tom remembered about the 
leather jacket — remembered everything about it as clearly as though 
he had never forgotten. 

It had been back in 1943, not many months before Germany 
started to disintegrate. Only he hadn’t known then that Germany 
would fall to pieces — it had seemed as though the war would go on 
for ever. It had been in December, early in December, that he killed 
the man in the leather jacket, simply because he needed the jacket 
for himself. 

No, it hadn’t been like that at all. There was no use making it 
worse than it was. The man in the leather jacket had been armed, 
he had been an enemy, legally decreed such by several governments. 
He hadibeen a German, and the Germans were different from other 
people, or at least it had seemed so at the time. How hard it was to 
rcnriember what the Germans had seemed like then! They had been 
unconquerable. They had been efficient. They had been professionals 
at war, while everybody else was an amateur. They had been cold 
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and pitiless. They had been Jew beaters. They had shot, burned, and 
gassed millions of innocent people. They had laughed at weakness, 
they had taken )oy in cruelty, they had been methodical, they had 
done things According to Plan. They had started the war, they had 
been infinitely guilty. The man with the leather jacket had been 
eighteen years old. 

Jesus Christ, that doesn’t make any difference! Tom looked up at 
the traffic light on Fifth Avenue. The man beside him coughed 
again. The boy with the leather jacket should not have coughed; it 
had his cough which had given him away. 

“Now listen. One thing you’ve got to get through your heads is 
we’re not playing games!’’ 

That was a curious sentence to remember. It had bee/i spoken in a 
harsh voice, matter-of-fact rqther than fierce, perhaps a little ex- 
asperated, the voice of a teacher confronted by slightly stupid pupils, 
the voice of the old master sergeant who had prepared Tom for his 
assault on the boy with the leather jacket, the old master sergeant to 
whom, in a sense, Tom owed his life, for if he had not learned the 
lesson, he himself, r.ithci than the boy with the leather jacket, might 
now be only a painful memory. 

“Now listen. One thing you’ve got to get through your heads is 
we’re not playing games! When you’re behind the enemy*lines, you 
don’t take prisoners — if you do, you have to stay awake all night to 
watch them, and the odds are they’ll trip you up someway, anyhow. 
There’s no use taking a chance. You sec a Jerry, you don’t go 
through this cowboy crap of telling him to put up his hands; you 
just shoot the bastard, in the back if possible, because you take less 
chances that way. We ain’t playing games. And let’s not have any 
tend-the-wounded crap. The wounded can get you with a hand gre- 
nade or a pistol — I’ve seen it happen a hundred times. There’s no use 
taking a chance. Either don’t go near the wounded, or finish them 
off before you go near them. We ain’t playing games.” 

Well, Tom thought as he entered the office of the Schanenhauser 
Foundation and sat down at his desk, he had played no games back 
in 1943, when he had met the boy in the leather jacket. There had 
been no time for games. Tom and Hank Mahoney had been alone^ 
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the whole company had been busted up, it had been snafu from the 
beginning— situation normal, all fouled up, only they hadn’t used the 
word *'fouled” in those days; no word had been anywhere near bad 
enough to express the way they felt. They had jumped at the wrong 
time at the wrong place, and a quarter of the company had been 
killed by rifle and machine-gun fire before they hit the ground. That 
had been no time to Have sad thoughts about eighteen-year-old Ger- 
man boys. They had jumped and been jumped, by a whole damn 
division, it had seemed like, and Tom had had just one idea: I’m 
going to get out of this alive and don*t try to stop me. No, he hadn’t 
thought that; it had been different from that. He had thought: I’m 
going to try to get out of this. I’m going to try; I’m not going to 
die for lack of trying. 

Everything had been confusion. They had jumped from the planes 
just at nightfall, about a hundred men dropped behind the German 
lines to destroy a bridge. They had been supposed to land in a field 
near a copse of woods without opposition and proceed to the bridge 
under cover of darkness, but it hadn’t been like that at all. The Ger- 
mans had been waiting; they had sent up flares and turned search- 
lights on the men dangling from the glistening white parachutes in 
the air. An^ those who survived had panicked as soon as they hit the 
ground. They had been green troops, many of them, boys who had ' 
never been on a combat jump before, and as soon a» they saw that 
things weren’t going according to plan, they panicked and went run- 
ning across the field toward the trees, and the Germans had really 
had it that time; they hadlsimply lowered their anti-aircraft guns and 
had a real turkey shoot right there at the edge of the forest. The 
paratroopers had been trained to crawl like snakes at a time like that, 
to hide like lizards on the ground, but most of them had forgotten, 
and had dashed toward thv woods, running scared, big as snowmen 
in the searchlights and the flares. It hadn’t been necessary for a man 
to be very bright to be a soldier; all he had had to do was to remem- 
ber a f^ basic rules, the most obvious one being to crawl when 
under Ere, to slide like a snake, to live like a lizard, but that time 
the green troops had panicked and most of them, instead of living 
like lizards, had died like men. 
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Tom had gathered twelve men around him, lying on their bellies 
in the snow and the mud. He and Hank Mahoney and ten other men 
who kept their heads had crawled in a wide circle and made the 
woods, all right, at about ten o’clock in the evening. Going into the 
woods, they had crawled single file, one man thirty feet behind the 
other, leaving a track like a great snake through the snow and the 
mud, with Tom as lead man, fifty feet ahead of the others, because 
the woods might be mined, and it would just be foolish to let a mine 
kill more than one man. They had been Wet to the skin long before 
they reached the woods, and it had been cold, very cold, as a half 
moon climbed above the naked trees. Tom and Hank Mahoney and 
the other ten men had sat huddled together in the woods for a few 
minutes, until Tom, thinking of the great snake’s trail they had left 
behind, had ordered them to disperse and try to get back to their 
own lines by different routes, travelling in pairs because it would 
be just foolishness to let the Germans catch them all at once. 

So they had split up, and Tom had never seen most of the men 
again, nor heard wbit happened to them. Mahoney had gone* with 
him. The two of them had walked as fast as they could through the 
woods, planning to circle home eventually, but hoping soon to find 
dry clothes, or an abandoned hut, or some way to escape jhe cold. 

Shortly before dawn they had reached the edge of the woods and, 
shivering violeiltly, had hidden behind an ice-glazed rock and looked 
at what they finally made out to be a German tank depot, with 
orderly rows of barracks topped by chimneys out of which wisps of 
smoke had been curling, black and velvety against the frosty sky. It 
had been then that they heard a man rough only a few hundred 
yards away from them, and they had crawled back into the trees and 
along the edge of the woods, keeping under cover, until,they saw two 
sentries in leather, sheepskin-lined jackets, the dry collars turned 
snugly up around their cais. The younger and slighter of the two 
sentries had been the one doing the coughing. He had been standing 
about thirty feet outside the woods, looking down at his feet and 
coughing. With his right hand he had been negligently holding his 
rifle, and with his left he had been clutching his chest. The other 
scntiy had been standing about twenty feet from him, his rifle 
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(Cradled in one arm, watching his companion cough, and looking 
worried. 

It had not been necessary for Tom and Hank Mahoney to talk. 
They had crawled toward the sentries over the hard crust of old 
snow in the dim light of the setting moon. It hadn’t been difficult. 
They had been able ,to crawl within ten feet of the sentries before 
jumping them silently — it hadn’t been difficult at all, and only one 
small cry had been made, not a very loud sound, the sort of noise a 
man might make in his sleep, not the sort of cry to alarm the whole 
camp. Tom hadn’t even had to use his knife at first — ^he had choked 
the sentry to prevent him from shouting, and when he had taken his 
hands away, the boy had seemed dead. Tom and Mahoney had 
stripped the bodies of the warm clothes, and the sheepskin collars had 
felt delicious against their own cold ears and necks. Before daylight, 
they had effaced all signs of the struggle and dragged the bodies into 
the woods behind a fallen tree in the hope that the Germans would 
think for a little while that their sentries had just gone over the hill. 
They had been about to leave the bodies lying stretched in the snow 
when the sentry Tom had choked groaned and moved one arm. 

"I made sure of mine with my knife,” Hank had said. “Better fin- 
ish yours tiff, or he’ll come to and rouse the whole camp.” 

Tom had taken out- his sheath knife and had hesitated. The young 
German sentry had lain at his feet, helpless as a patient on an operat- 
ing table. 

“Hurry up,” Hank had said nervously. “We’ve got to get out of 
here.” 

Tom had knelt beside the sentry. He had not thought it would be. 
difficult, but the tendons of the boy’s neck had proved tough, and 
suddenly the sentry had started to sit up. In a rage Tom had plunged 
the knife repeatedly into his throat, ramming it home with all his 
strength until he had almost severed the head from the body. 

“Come on, that’s enough,” Hank had said in a shocked voice. 
“Let’s get out of here.” 

Trembling, Tom had stood up and followed Hank out of the 
wbods. They had skirted the tank depot, until on the other side of 
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the gully they found a burned-out tank which apparently had beei| 
left there to await shipment back to Germany as scrap. They had 
climbed into the wrecked tank and huddled in the cinders until 
nightfall. 

In the pockets of his newly acquired leather jacket Tom had found 
chocolate and cough drops and a wallet with no money, and an iden- 
tiheation card with a picture of a thin, serious-looking youth eighteen 
years old named Hans Engelhart, and there had also been a letter 
written in a fine feminine script on thin, blue, slightly scented paper, 
but ttie letter had been in German, and Tom hadn’t been able to 
read it. On the upper-left-hand corner of the envelope had been 
printed what obviously was a return address. The absurd idea of 
writing the sender of the letter had flashed into Tom’s mind. What 
would he say.? “This morning*! killed your boy, and I would like to 
send my condolences. He was in the wrong army, but he seemed like 
a nice boy, and I’m sorry it had to happen like this.’’ Impulsively he 
had torn the letter into small bits, together with its envelope, and, 
trying to forget the feeling of the plunging knife in his hand, had 
lain in the ashes to sleep. 

After dark, Tom and Hank Mahoney had crawled out of the 
wrecked tank and had begun the long, circuitous journey back to 
their own lines. Skirting the tank depot, they had returned to the 
woods. Injhe darkness they had tried to head west, but they had 
soon become confused and after about two hours had realized that 
they were retracing their steps. 

“In a few minutes the moon will be up, and we can see better,” 
Hank had said. “Let’s sit down for a breather.” 

They had continued to walk until they found a tree trunk to sit 
upon. Through naked branches they had seen the moon climbing 
above the crest of a distant hill. Gradually the darkness had dissolved. 
They had just started to walk again when Tom noticed the two 
bodies they had left there that morning and realized that they had 
come full circle. The bodies had been lying just as they had left 
them, except that their faces had acquired the sardonic grin of death. 

“I guess they have the last laugh,” Hank had said. “I don’t thiqk 
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we're ever going to get out of here. The dead always have the last 
laug^." 

“Come on,” Tom had replied. “We’ve got to try.” 

Together they had resumed their journey, making better progress 
in the moonlight. At about midnight they had come to the field 
where they had landed. It was stiU strewn with equipment, and the 
dead. Stealing from 6ody to body, they had collected six boxes of 
K*rations and five full canteens of water. After eating and drinking 
their fill, they had pressed on. Just before dawn exhaustion and the 
continuous cold had combined to make them lightheaded, and they 
had staggered along, holding each other up like drunks returning 
from a party. There had been no more woods — only fields affording 
little protection. “Before it gets any lighter, we’ve got to find a place 
to hide out,” Tom had said. At sunHse they had found a crater 
gouged in the earth by a crashing plane. Eagerly they had slid into 
the tangle of wreckage within it, only to be greeted by a fearful 
stench. “I can’t stand this,” Mahoney had said. “Let’s keep going.” 

“No,” Tom had said, nodding toward the endless fields which lay 
in front of them. “We’d be picked up sure. You’ll get used to the 
smell.” 

Mahoney had gagged. 

“Anyway, it’s going m be a nice day,” Tom had said. “We’re better 
off than if it were raining, and we’ve got plenty to* eat and drink. 
Look at those clouds over there — they look warm. It’s a nice morn- 
ing.” 

He had paused, suddenly and incongruously remembering the lines 
of verse carved on the bench in his grandmother’s garden so far 
away : “The lark’s on the wing; the snail’s on the thorn ; God’s in his 
heaven — call’s right with the world.” He had started to laugh. Col- 
lapsing into the mud at the bottom of the hole, he had given himself 
over to almost maniacal laughter. 

“You nuts.^” Mahoney had said. 

“No.*I just thought of something— something I can’t explain,” Tom 
had replied. Mahoney had been too tired to question him further. 
They had curled up in the mud at the bottom of the crater full of 
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wreckage and immediately had slept, not awakening until dusk. The 
sun had warmed them, and they had both felt refreshed and rested. 
“I think we’re goihg to make it,” Tom had said. “For the first time, 
I really think we’re going to make it.” 

They had made it all right, six days later, and upon rejoining their 
company had been looked upon as heroes by the young recruits who 
replaced the men who didn’t come back. There had been one young 
corporal who had been in the army only a few months, a thin boy 
of Italian ancestry, who had wanted to boy the German jacket, and 
Tom had given it to him. Gardella, the corporal’s name had been — 
“Caesar” Gardella, the boys had called him. He had had a deep voice. 
Now, Tom suddenly froze at his desk in the offices of the Schanen- 
hauser Foundation. Caesar Gardella! That was the elevator man at 
the United Broadcasting budding! It was Caesar Gardella, grown 
fat and with a moustache! And the leather jacket wouldn’t be all 
he’d remember; he’d remember everything that had happened after 
that — the jump on the island of Karkow and, before that, Rome 
and Maria. Tom found he was gripping his thigh and sweating. 

Maria. 

It is not my fault, he thought; it was not my fault; it was nobody’s 
fault at all. It happened a long while ago. 

Maria. 

I have forgotten her, he thought. I haven’t thought about her for a 
long time; I really haven’t thought about her; she never entered my 
head for a long time. 

It really wasn’t my fault, he thought. It was no one’s fault. I am 
not to blame. 

How curious it was to find that apparently nothing was ever really 
forgotten, that the past was never really gone, that it was always 
lurking, ready to destroy the^ present, or at least to make the present 
seem absurd, or if not that, to make Tom himself seem absurd, the 
perpetuator of an endless and rather hideous masquerade. 

I am a good man, he thought, and I have never done anything of 
which I am truly ashamed. Curiously, he seemed to be mimicking 
himself. “I am a good man,” he seemed to be saying in a high, effem- 
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ihate, prissy voice, “and I have never done anything of which I am 
truly ashamed.” A gust of ghostly and derisive laughter seemed to 
ring out in reply. 

It’s the way things happen, he thought, and if I were to go through 
it all again, they would happen the same way. 

It’s funny, but I pan think about it now, he thought — I can see 
what happened, after all these years, I can finally see what happened, 
and it’s absurd to be ashamed. 

Maria. The time was December 1944. The place, Rome. And every- 
thing was different. Now, as he sat behind his desk at the Schanen- 
hauser Foundation in the year 1953, Tom felt again the blind helpless 
fury that had started it all, back in December 1944, when, after fight- 
ing one war and getting it almost won, he and Mahoney and Caesar 
Gardella and all the rest of them had got orders to go to the Pacific, 
without even a day of leave in the States between wars. The whole 
company had got those orders, after having made two combat jumps 
in France and two in Italy. Someone had got the idea that the way 
to save lives in the invasion of the islands of the Pacific was to use 
more paratroopers. Take the islands from the air instead of going in 
on the beaches, somebody had said — send us more jump boys; we 
want to gLt this thing over in a hurry and all go home. 

“Another day, anodier war,” Mahoney had said when he heard 'it. 

Tom had said nothing. I got through one war, he had thought. I 
won’t get through another. The odds build up against you. They 
throw you in once, and you fight your way out. You do it twice, you 
can do it three times. But sooner or later the odds catch up with you. 
It’s like throwing dice — sooner or later you get snake eyes. If they’re 
going to send me out to the Pacific, I won’t come back. 

He had had a clear picture then, as soon as he heard where he was 
going, of a Japanese soldier, a caricature of one, with a small evil 
face, grinning, and holding a bayonet poised. That’s my boy, he had 
thougl^t. That’s the one who’s waiting for me. I’ve had the Germans 
and I’ve had the Italians, and now the Japs are going to have me. 

“Anyway,” Hank had said, “they say they’re going to give us a 
week here before we go, and it won’t even be counted as leave.” 
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“A week ?” Tom had said. 

“Sure! How much money you got.?” 

“I’m broke,” Toth had said. His allotment to Betsy had never left 
him much. Since the beginning of the war, he had allotted her two 
thirds of his salary, and she had put it all into a savings bank, so 
that they could buy a house after the war. He had never minded be- 
ing broke before. 

“Don’t worry,” Hank had said. “I’m loaded. I got six hundred 
bucks I won in a crap game, and I’ll give you half. This will be a 
week” to remember!” 

Betsy, Tom had thought, but somehow she had dissolved into noth- 
ing more than an ironic and rather painful memory, something to be 
kept out of his mind. I’ve got a week, he had thought, a week in 
Rome, a week on the town. And to Mahoney he had said, “Okay, 
Hank, let’s go.” 

It had been a week to r-emember, all right. They had started in a 
small bar in the basement of a cheap hotel. In the corner there had 
been a piano painted white, with a thin, bald, blind man playing old 
American jazz very badly. It had been there he had met Maria. She 
had come into the bar hesitantly with painfully obvious intention, 
and every man in the room had glanced up and }ooked«at her, a 
pretty girl, eighteen years old, in a worn black dress and a coat 
that had once bdonged to a soldier. She had walked over to the bar 
meekly and ordered a glass of vermouth. She had sat on a stool in 
front of the bar and had taken off her coat, which had been clumsily 
retailorcd to fit her, and she had laid it across her lap while she sipped 
her vermouth slowiy to make it last a long time. Tom had looked at 
her coldly. Young, with a good figure, and a face which, if it were 
relaxed, could be beautiful — it might as well be this one.as any other. 
When you’ve only got a wcek,you can’t look around for ever. He had 
walked over and sat down beside her. “Can I buy you a drink.?” he 
had asked. 

It had been real romantic. She had glanced up yt him with a 
forced smile on her lips. “Thank you,” she had said in a strong Ital- 
ian accent. Her voice had been soft and timid. 
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‘ “Well, I sec you’re fixed up,” Hank had said, coming over and 
leaning on the bar beside Tom. “Fm going to shove on — there’s noth- 
ing else around here. Let’s meet here tomorrow morning.” 

“All right,” Tom had said. 

He had sat beside Maria sipping his sweet vermouth, the picture of 
the grinning little man with the bayonet still in his mind. “You’ll be 
all right,” Betsy had written him in her last letter. “I’m absolutely 
sure you’ll come home to me all right.” 

Pretty Betsy, he had thought, as he sat sipping the sweet vermouth. 
Pretty Betsy, with the pretty shoulders and the soft skin tanned by 
the summer sun. I will not think of Betsy. 

I have a week, he had thought, seven days and seven nights, the 
amount of time the world was created in. He had glanced then at 
Maria, who also had been sitting sipping her vermouth and looking 
down thoughtfully, and he had seen that she was prettier than he had 
thought, that her face, when in repose, was still the face of a young 
girl, and that her body was as beautiful as the body of any woman, 
and much more beautiful than most. 

“Do you speak English^” 

“A little,” she had replied in her strong accent. “My father spoke 
English. ?omctimcs he used to be a guide for tourists.” 

“My name’s Bill Brpwn,” Tom had said, “William T. Brown from 
Kansas City, Iowa. What’s your name?” 

She had shrugged. “Maria,” she had said. 

“How about a meal, Maria? Let’s get out of here and get a real 
dinner! You like champagne?” 

“Yes.” 

They had gone to a big restaurant with white table linen and wait- 
ers in dinner coats, as though there had never been a war at all. For 
an enormous price they had eaten roajt chicken and fried potatoes 
and pastries, and they had had champagne, all right, champagne 
which the Germans had brought to Rome from France. She had 
eaten greedily and drunk little. When the meal was over, and the 
waiter paid, she had quietly asked him to go to her room with her; 
he hadn’t even had to hint at all. They had got into a taxi and 
ridden a long way, down dimly lit streets, with the silhouettes of 
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tall buildings ruined by time rather than war black and jagged 
against the moonlit sky. They had not talked. In the taxi he had 
kissed her once, finding that her lips were unbelievably soft and that 
he had forgotten what a kiss was like. The despair, the fury of having 
to fly to another war, and the cold loneliness that had been sitting in 
his stomach so many months, through so many battles and the inter- 
vals between battles, had left him, and somehow the sense of cheap- 
ness and sordidness had gone, and he had felt relaxed and completely 
happy for the first time in two years, for the first time since he had 
got^aboard the slate-grey troopship which had carried him from 
New York into the fog of the North Atlantic an endless number 
of months ago. 

“You are beautiful,” he had said. 

The taxi had stopped in front of a tenement house. An old woman 
had leaned ou** a window and watched them with open curiosity. 
After paying the driver, Tom had followed the girl through a court- 
yard jammed with debris, into a dark hall. There had been no light. 
The girl had taken his hand and led him up five winding flights of 
stairs, littered with cardboard boxes and bottles. Moonlight had 
streamed through the window at each landing. The piich-darkness of 
the stairs between landings had not been like the darkness of a battle- 
field, an impenetrable wall concealing only danger and death. It had 
been a protecting darkness, friendly, warm, almost soft and caressing. 
She had led him to her room, and he had snapped a light switch, but 
no light had come on, and she had lit a candle, bending over it 
seriously as the flame from the match in her cupped hands grew, first 
showing her silhouette, and then her face, with shadows flickering in 
the candlelight. He had kissed her again, and with the tips of her 
fingers she had caressed the back of his head, and his neck and his 
shoulders, very gently, hardly touching him at all, and when the kiss 
was over, she had smiled, and the look of strain had gone from her 
face, and it hadn’t been sordid any more. She had taken off her 
clothes and stood there golden in the candlelight, incredibly bfautiful. 

He hadn’t gone to meet Mahoney in the bar in the morning. He 
had lived with Maria for a week, shunning everyone he knew, and. in 
that week he and Maria had built a small, temporary world for them- 
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selves, full of delights and confidences, a completely self-sufficient 
world, packed with private jokes, and memories, a whole lifetime 
with silver and golden anniversaries, Christmases and birthdays, 
fifty years compressed into a week. They had kept no secrets from 
each other. He had told her his real name. Lying on the bed naked, 
taking great pleasure in nakedness even when their passion was 
spent, they had talked endlessly, discussing all troubles, all angers, 
all fears, and for that wcek,4iothing had seemed very bad any more, 
even the inevitable prospect of the grinning little man with the bay- 
onet, whom he introduced to her, and whom she acknowledged 
sadly, as a person she knew well. They had understood each other, 
the three of them, Tom and Maria and the caricature of the man 
waiting with a gun. 

At the end of tlj|^weck, Tom had said good-bye to her and reported 
back to his unit, only to be told that transportation wasn’t available 
yet and that he could live wherever he wanted as long as he checked 
in, or at least telephoned headquarters, every morning at eight 
o’clock. He had returned to her room, and it had been exactly as 
though he had returned from a long absence, the young husband 
coming home from the. wars: they had both felt that way, they had 
both experienced all the happiness of a reunion, without the awk- 
wardness which follows long absence. 

He had lived in the room with her, thinking that eUch day was the 
last, thinking that tomorrow at eight o’clock the sergeant who an- 
swered the telephone would say, “Oh, yes, Captain Rath — we’ve got a 
plane leaving in two hours. You better get right down here.” He had 
kept his bags packed, and every morning at seven o’clock he had 
kissed her and crept out of bed and got himself fully dressed, in case 
it would be necessary to hurry, and each morning for seven weeks, 
for forty-nine days in all, the sergeant had said, “Nothing yet. Cap- 
tain — the colonel asks me to tell you to be sure to check in to- 
morrow.” 

Theft had been forty-nine last days, and the greatest pleasure in the 
world had been to walk back to her room from the restaurant where 
he made his telephone calls at eight o’clock in the morning, shivering 
a little in the dampness, and to hear her say delightedly, “Not yet?” 
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“Not yeti” he had said forty-nine times and, still shivering from the 
coldness of early morning, had jumped into the warm bed beside her. 

During those forty-nine last days, they had grown old together, pa- 
tient of each other’s weaknesses, and they had even acquired old fam- 
ily friends, men in bars who nodded to them and recognized them as 
a couple who belonged together, old ladies on street corners who ad- 
dressed Maria as a married woman, respectable as themselves. And in 
particular, they had acquired one friend, almost an uncle, or perhaps 
a brother, a melancholy man who owned a bakery, where hot coffee 
was served, a wonderful place to have breakfast. The man’s name 
had been Lapa, Louis Lapa, and he had fought with the Germans 
against the Americans and, a little later, with the Americans against 
the Germans, fighting both times well, but without enthusiasm. Fi- 
nally he had been wounded *and had returned to his bakery with 
his foot in a caM, and when Tom and Maria sat down to have break- 
fast in his shop, he brought hot rolls and coffee, limping badly and 
coughing, but always smiling. After the first few days he had often 
sat down to join them, drinking a cup of coffee himself, of course 
knowing without being told a great deal about Tom and Maria, 
knowing that they had just met, and that they would soon part, and 
feeling sad about this, but also companionable. They hald come to 
know Louis well and on one occasion had even invited him to visit 
them in their room, and they had had a quiet family evening to- 
gether, with Louis admiring Maria’s beauty the way a friendly 
brother or uncle might admire the beauty of a young wife. He had 
called her the most beautiful girl in Rome and had told Tom he was 
lucky, and Tom had replied that he was indeed lucky, and he had 
felt this to be true. 

They had had many friends, other Americans living with Italian 
girls, and one of them had been Caesar Gardella, who had turned out 
to be intensely religious, who had tried to get an audience with the 
Pope, and who told everyone he was going to come back to Rome 
and marry his girl after the war was over. His girl’s name Iftid been 
Gina — she was a cousin of Maria’s or some sort of distant relative. 
Tom and Caesar and Gina and Maria had sat drinking together pn 
several evenings, and it had been almost like a suburban community, 
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with the men all working for the same big corporation. But after 
seven weeks, the sergeant at headquarters had told Tom he had- to 
hurry, transportation was available — the plane was due to leave in 
three hours. After hearing that over the telephone, Tom had raced 
back to Maria’s room, and it had been then she had told him she 
thought she was pregnant, she wasn’t sure, but she thought she prob- 
ably was. There had been no recriminations. She had asked nothing, 
and he had denied nothing. She, knowing he was married, and know- 
ing he was flying to the Pacific to meet his grinning little man with 
a gun, had assumed he could do nothing much for her and had been 
surprised and grateful when he borrowed five hundred dollars from 
his friends and gave it to her, along with a jeepful of canned goods 
and cigarettes and chewing gum, all of which was worth a great deal. 

“If you are pregnant,’’ he had said, “will you have the child?” 

“God willing,” she had replied, and he had been glad, absurdly glad 
that in flying to meet his evil, grinning little man with the bayonet, 
he was leaving a child behind, even if it were to be a child with no 
father to care for it; a ragamuffin child dancing in the street for pen- 
nies, perhaps, but at least a child, which was better than to die and 
leave nothing, as though he had never been born. 

But of course he hadn’t been sure about the child; it had been only 
a possibility. He had been sure about nothing, as he boarded the plane 
and sat hi the hard, uncomfortable bucket seat, waiting to take off for 
the long flight to the Pacific. How strange to think that he might 
have a child, never to sec, never to hold, but a child just the samel 
How strange that after all the long months of killing, there would be 
finally, perhaps, the birth of a child, and that this would be the one 
thing he had done in the last two years which could conceivably lead 
to trouble. This, of all he had done, would be the one deed which 
could lead to a court-martiai, and stern di^sapproving looks on the part 
of commanding officers, and colonels shaking fingers in his face, and 
social ostracism at home, if he ever got home, and divorce, and a very 
bad name, instead of medals. 

How strange, he had thought, as he sat in the plane: what a curi- 
ous iaversion, how to the^espair of the chaplains is the inclination of 
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the young soldiers to forget their job of killing and to run off and 
make love! 

He had started to laugh as the plane took off, and above the roar of 
the engines Mahoney had shouted, “What the hell is funny?” 

“We’re all nuts!” Tom had said, with a feeling that he had at last 
discovered the great fundamental truth. “We’re all nuts, every god- 
damn one of us — we’re all absolutely nuts!” 

“You’re god-damn right!” Mahoney had replied. 

“Ever hear of Karkow?” Caesar Gardclla had asked an hour later. 

T^m had heard of it vaguely, a small island not far from the Phil- 
ippines, a very small island which the British had held for two 
months against strong Japanese attack at the beginning of the war, 
but had finally lost. “What about it?” he had replied. 

“I hear,” Caesar had said above the roar of the engines, “I hear 
they’re going to drop us on it.” 

It was just a rumoiir, Tom had thought, but at such times the ru- 
mours are always right. Karkow! What a curious name for a place to 
die! 

The plane had sr pped at many places, hurrying to refuel, always 
in a hurry to get to its destination, until finally it had deposited Tom 
and Mahoney in a transient officers’ camp in Hollandia, New 
Guinea, where there was nothing to do but lie all day on ?ots under 
mosquito netting and wait for the attack on Karkow. Lying there, 
drinking heavily chlorinated water or warm beer when he could get 
it, Tom had wondered what he would do if he were not killed at 
Karkow, or wherever he was going. What did one do when one had 
a wife in the States and a woman and maybe a child in Italy? Did 
one simply take one’s choice? After he had been in New Guinea 
about two v/ccks, the letters Betcy had written him almost every 
night had caught up with him. In the first one he opened she had 
said: 

Tommy my darling, 

Gosh, what a day this has been! At eight-thirty this morning — 
eighuthirty, mind you — ^Dotty Kimble telephoned me and wanted 
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me to play bridge in the afternoon. It seems that Nancy Gorton 
had promised that she would be her partner in a tournament at 
the club, and at the last minute Nancy got a telegram that John 
was getting a week-end pass, so of course she simply took off for 
South Carolina. That left Dotty without a partner in this tourna- 
ment which she seemed to think was awfully important — you 
know how scriousjy she takes things like that. Well, anyway, I 
said all right, and guess who we played in the very first game? 
Lillie Barton and Jessie Willis! You’d die if you saw Jessie now — 
she’s gained about fifty pounds, and she’s worried to death that 
she won’t be able to take it off after the baby comes. She’s due 
next month. Anyway, I thought I’d die when I found we were 
going to play her and Lillie, because you know what sharks they 
are. Well, to make a long story short, you would, have been proud 
of me, darling — I won’t even try to be modest. Dotty and I won ! 
We each got a perfectly adorable majolica bowl for a prize. I’ve 
wrapped mine up and stored it with our wedding presents, and 
after the war, when we buy our house. I’m going to put it right 
in the middle of our dining-room table, and every morning you 
can take an orange out of it and think how smart I am! 

Can’t think of anything more to say now, except I miss you 
like anything. If I sent all the kisses I’d like to give you, this* 
letter would have tor go parcel post! 

I fovc you for ever and for ever and for ever and for ever! 

Betsy 

Her other letters had been much the same. They had contained 
descriptions of movies she had seen, and dreams of the future, when 
he would have a job with J. H. Nottingsby, Incorporated, or some 
firm with a name which would have to sound like that. Along with 
the easy optimism, the cheerfulness, and long, involved jokes, Betsy 
had sent him pictures of herself, snapshots of a slender, fresh-faced 
girl, hcvty, healthy, and smiling, a girl he had seen someplace some- 
time, long ago, a real beauty. 

Perhaps I shall go back to Italy, if I go anywhere at all, he had 
thought. If I go back toTtaly I shall betray one person, but if I go 
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home to Betsy, perhaps I shall betray two. It had been strange to lie 
on the narrow canvas cot in New Guinea and think of a son, perhaps, 
the grandson of “The Major,” his own son, the great-grandson of 
“The Senator,” the likeness of himself, dancing for pennies in the 
streets of Rome. If he did not go back to Rome, .what would happen 
to such a son? He would go wandering barefoot, begging for chew- 
chew gum, a child without a father, the son of a harlot grown ugly 
and bitter. That’s my boy, he had thought while lying on the hard 
canvas cot in New Guinea; that’s my boy. If I get it on Karkow, that 
will be the only part of me I’ll leave behind. 

He had decided that if he survived the war he would go back to 
Italy, at least to see how Maria was making out, and he envied 
Caesar Gardella, who got long letters in Italian from his girl in Rome, 
and who considered himself formally engaged and talked constantly 
about getting married after the war. Maria had never written Tom at 
all. It had been her kind of faithfulness not to write, to allow herself 
to be forgotten. But apparently Gina had written something to 
Caesar about her, for Caesar’s attitude toward Tom had changed — 
he had become rese* ved and disapproving, and with an edge to his 
voice, he had for the Hrst time begun to call Tom “Sir.” 

Now in his office at the Schanenhauser Foundation, Tom got up 
and stared out the window at the city below. He had not tffought of 
Karkow for years. If Karkow had not cauterized his mind, he might 
not have forgotten Maria so easily, and things might have been differ- 
ent between him and Caesar. How had it started^ He had first heard 
the name Karkow as a rumour, while flying from Europe. After he 
had lain for weeks in a transient officers’ camp in New Guinea, the 
rumour had grown until it was substantiated by a colonel who had 
called Tom and Mahoney and many other officers into his matter- 
of-fact office, with a matter-of-fact map on the wall, to* brief them. 

Karkow was a small, jagged island, with steep rocky cliffs on all 
but one side. The Japs, like the British before them, had had many 
guns trained on the gravel beach on that one side, waiting fo» an in- 
vasion, and they had honeycombed the island with tunnels and caves. 
The island lay in the mouth of a large bay, and it had to be taken 
— ^no one had doubted that. The plan for taking it was simple, 



the colonel had explained in his matter-of-fact way: three thousand 
paratroopers would be dropped on it. 

“Damn it to hell!” Mahoney had said that night after the colonel 
had explained the plan. “Don’t they know anything about how 
paratroopers work? You don’t jump on top of the god-damn enemy! 
You don’t throw three thousand men right down on top of nests of 
anti-aircraftiartillerytand machine guns and thousands of armed men, 
ready and waiting!” 

“Well, this time I guess they do,” Caesar had said bitterly. “The 
colonel’s sure the Navy will have blasted every gun off the island be- 
fore wc get there. Didn’t you bear him?” 

“I wonder,” Tom had said, “how many of us will even hit the god- 
damn island? It’s pretty small. I bet they dump half of us in the 
water.” 

The idea had been to take off for the jump at four o’clock in the 
morning and to start landing troops on the island with the first light 
of dawn. The plan had been for the Navy to start shelling the place 
two days beforehand and to have landing craft approach to make the 
Japs think the invasion was coming from the sea. 

I will be sensible, Tom had thought late on the afternoon before 
the invasion. I will be sensible and go to bed early, and get a good 
rest. He had lain down on his cot and tried hard to think of nothing, 
to make his mind a complete blank. He had not wanted to think of 
the small island, Karkow, lying now under shellfire from the Navy, 
with the Japs in their caves. He had not wanted to think of Betsy, 
and he had not wanted to think of Maria. How painful had been 
the memory of a kiss or of anything good he would never have again! 
He had Iain still, pretending to be asleep when Mahoney came in and 
stretched out on the cot near him. 

“Tom?” Mahoney had ^sked after a few minutes. 

“Yes.” 

“It’s funny,” Mahoney had said. “I was just thinking, we got noth- 
ing to f^orry about. I mean, we either don’t get it tomorrow, and we 
got nothing to worry about, or we do get it tomorrow, and we got 
npthing to worry about.” 

“That’s wonderful.” 
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“No, I mean it. I been worrying a lot about what kind of job FU 
get after the war. Now Fm not worrying about it.” 

“No worries,” Tom had said. 

They had both lain there on the canvas cots, unable to sleep, and a 
curious lightheaded mood had taken possession of them, almost 
gaiety. At about one o’clock they had given up trying to sleep and 
had gone to a near-by dispensary, where some doctors were playing 
poker. They had joined the game and had accepted a few drinks of 
medicinal alcohol from the doctors, but they had not got drunk; they 
'would have been crazy to do that. It had not really been necessary to 
get drunk. The jokes had all seemed astonishingly funny, in fact 
everything had seemed funny. The doctors had not known that he 
and Mahoney were supposed to take off in a few hours for Karkow. 
One of them had complained bitterly about having to be on duty all 
night, and about what a great financial sacrifice a doctor in the Army 
makes, because he could be making ten times more money at home. 
Mahoney had sympathized with the doctor, his great face morose 
and understanding, without a hint of irony, and Tom had laughed 
inside until his stomach hurt. 

At about three o’clock Mahoney had said, “Well, I guess wc got to 
be going. How about it, Tom?” 

“I guess so,” Tom had said. 

“Hey, you oan’t quit while you’re ahead,” one of the doctors had 
objected. 

“Sorry,” Mahoney had said. He and Tom had left the doctors with- 
out saying where they were going, not so much because they weren’t 
supposed to tell as because it was more bitter and more funny to hear 
the doctors complain about breaking up the game too early. 

Tom and Mahoney had gone from the card game to the mess hall 
and had had a big breakfast. They had sat together; looking at the 
young boys, the members of their companies, fresh recruits, most of 
them, filing into the mess hall, the sleep still in their eyes. More than 
half of them had never been in a combat jump, and they had looked 
incredibly young, almost like schoolboys as they filed into the mess 
hall to get a good breakfast before taking off. 

“We’ve got five or six years on most of them,” Mahoney had said, 
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and Tom had understood that he said it in sorrow for the young boys, 
for at times like that, each year of age, each year behind you, seemed 
like a million dollars in the bank that could never be taken away, 
and the old were to be envied more than anyone on earth, for they 
had lived their lives, but the young were vulnerable — their lives could 
be stolen from them. 

Breakfast had beerfover quickly. The men had lined up outside the 
mess hall, and trucks had taken them to the air strip where the big 
planes waited, their engines quiet, their propellers motionless. The 
men had strapped on their parachutes and checked their equipment. 
It had still been dark. The moon had been almost full, a lopsided 
moon, and the warm tropic night had been stroked by a breeze as 
soft as the touch of a woman’s fingertips. The sky, even before dawn, 
had been full of peaceful birds, and the jungle beyond the air strip 
had hummed with life. Tom and Mahoney had walked out on the 
air strip together, but they had been assigned to different planes. As 
they parted in the middle of the air strip, Mahoney had said, “Take 
it easy, boy — and when you hit, close up with my boys fast. And keep 
those damn kids of yours from shooting my men up— it’s going to 
be close quarters when we get there.” 

“You b^ter not be worrying about that,” Tom had said. “Don’t let 
your kids freeze up — they’ll do it every time. I’m telling my boys to 
gp in shooting and to keep shooting until nobody shoots back.” 

Mahoney had grinned. “You’re a tough bastard,” he had said. “I’m 
glad you’re on our side.” 

Tom had walked up the ramp of his plane, and Caesar Gardclla 
had helped him to check to make sure his men were all there and 
that they were fully equipped. Tom had been cheerful and bluff — he 
had learned to do that by then. And as he had told Mahoney, he had 
given his troops one parting piece of advife. “Just keep firing,” he had 
said. “Start firing when you hit the ground and don’t stop till the 
place is ours. Remember just one thing: The trouble with most green 
troops if they don’t fire their guns, especially when things are mixed 
up. They remember too much about ‘Safety First.’ Don’t shoot each 
other if you can help it ^nd don’t shoot up the other companies, but 
keep firing. You’re not going to be blamed if somebody gets hurt.” 
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Tom had sat in the airplane^ like the young boys on all sides of 
him, chewing gum and looking out the window in a matter-of-fact 
way. A sergeant had shut the door of the plane. Tom had swallowed 
twice as the engines coughed, then roared, and had fastened his 
safety belt as the plane started to taxi down the runway, rushing 
faster and faster, until it finally soared over the gleaming sea. He 
had grinned at the boys around him, and they had grinned back — 
that had been part of the ritual. The plane had gained altitude, and 
gradually it had begun to grow cold. Caesar had walked down the 
aisl# passing out blankets. Out the windows of the plane, Tom had 
seen the pale stars, already beginning to fade before the approach of 
dawn. Anyway, I will leave a child, he had thought. It had been a 
curiously comforting thought. 

The flight to Karkow had stemed short, far too short. It had been 
comparatively comfortable to huddle in a bucket seat under a 
blanket, with the engine droning drowsily. Far below, the moon 
had made a path on the sea, and there had been nothing else to look 
at until the flash of big guns at Karkow became visible. By the time 
the plane reached Karkow, it had been light enough to see — ^thc 
whole operation had been behind schedule from the start. Thousands 
of feet below, the island had looked no bigger than a pebble on the 
ruffled surface of the sea. What had seemed to be only a few inches 
from the pebble, about twenty tiny-appearing ships had lain, and 
from both the ships and the island puffs of smoke occasionally lit by 
pale flashes of flame had floated upward. The planes carrying the 
paratroopers had circled at a high altitude, waiting for the ships to 
finish their bombardment. Suddenly the smoke from the ships had 
stopped. A squadron of bombers had roared in low over the island, 
and the whole place had seemed to explode into smoke and fire. 

“Boy!” Gardclla had said. “This isn’t going to be So bad! By the 
time we get down, there i^^n^t going to be anybody alive!” 

“It won’t be so bad,” Tom had said, thinking of the Japs hanging 
on in their caves, waiting for the interval between the bombing and 
the landing of their enemies to come out and man their guns. He 
had wondered what it was like to hang on in a cave, with the boinbs 
crashing overhead, waiting. Suddenly the Japs had not seemed so 
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much like caricatures of little yellow men grinning and holding 
bayonets any more — he had found himself feeling more in common 
with the Japs hanging on in their caves down below, and waiting, 
as he was waiting, than with all the safe people in the world, the 
people at home, safe, and the sailors far below, safe aboard their 
ships, and the crews of the bombers, who were flying home right 
now to have hot coffee and a morning nap, their part of the invasion 
over. It must be tough to wait in a cave, he had thought, knowing 
that soon the whole works is going to be thrown at you. It must be 
tough, it must be like waiting up here. And yet, I will leave a child, 
he had thought. 

The sky had begun to grow bright and blue, with an intense qual- 
ity, almost like a stained-glass window. The surface of the sea had be- 
come jade green, flecked with white over the shoals to the south of 
Karkow. As the plane circled lower, it had become obvious that the 
sea was rough. It’s blowing pretty hard down there, Tom had 
thought, ni bet more than half of us will be blown clean over the 
island. I hope they have enough rescue boats down there. 

A big grey transport near the north end of the island was unload- 
ing landing craft, Tom had seen, and these now began to circle as 
though in, preparation for a landing, but the element of surprise 
must be diminished, he had thought, by the big planes circling over- 
head. Below him Tom could see the first of the planes carrying par- 
atroopers begin to level off and head for the island. For the first 
time the guns on the island had opened fire, and almost immediately 
one of the big planes had begun to smoke and quietly, almost as if 
by plan, had slanted into the sea. The men in Tom’s plane had al- 
ready stood up, and the door had already been opened in prepara- 
tion for the jump. Standing near the door as the plane slanted lower 
and lower, Tom had seen the men from the planes ahead bail out, 
had seen a few plummet down without the flutter of a parachute, had 
seen others drift over the island or fall short of it into the sea. He 
had seerl' hundreds land on the smoking island, which was already 
crisscrossed by tracers; he had seen more than one thousand men 
spilled into the air by the prodigal planes, and then he himself had 
been in the air, falling. There had been the jerk of the parachute 
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opening, and he had swung like a violent pendulum back and forth, 
the great lip of the cliff down below, men all around him in the air, 
and, just below, one man also swinging like a pendulum in the wind 
had crashed into the jagged side of the cliff and was being dragged 
over the sea, his parachute still full of wind, like the sails of a sloop 
in summer. Tom had twisted, working the risers of his parachute 
with all the strength of his wrists, spilling wind from it, angling 
in over the edge of the cliff. From below tracer bullets had arched 
up at him, slowly, like candle flames in the air. Then there had been 
a siS>dden impact, and he had been dragged over rocks, fighting his 
harness, until he had found himself lying in a gully, free of his para- 
chute, a gun in his hand, and all around him gunfire and the hoarse 
shouts of men. 

Everywhere there had been Japs, and the paratroopers had been 
coming down like rain all over the island. There had been no clear 
line of battle, only a melee, the Japs and paratroopers all mixed up 
together. And as Tom had known would happen, a lot of the green 
troops had been afraid to fire, for fear of killing their own men. 
They had frozen, and Tom had crawled from his gully, rounding up 
his men, cursing at them and shoving their guns into their hands. 
The Japs had not been afraid to fire — they had taken it as a matter of 
course that they would kill some of their own men. It ha^been nec- 
essary for the paratroopers to fire too. 

Hank Mahoney had been behind a rock, near the ravine where 
Tom had landed, and there had been three Japs with a mortar just 
to the left of him. Tom had found Gardella, and the two of them 
had got part of the company together and had just managed to clean 
out the Jap mortar when Mahoney ran out from behind his rock. 
Tom, barely seeing a moving figure out of the corner of his eye, had 
whirled and thrown a hand grenade. “No!” Gardella had yelled^ 
just too late. In the instant while the grenade had been poised in mid- 
air, and Mahoney had still been running, like a schoolboy about to 
receive a forward pass, Tom had seen who it was, but thci^thc gre- 
nade had exploded, Mahoney had crumpled, and at the same time a 
machine gun had opened up on Tom and his men. Tom had mo- 
tioned to Gardella and the others to withdraw to the shelter oi a 
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near-by shell hole. He himself had flattened his body against the 
earth and had crawled over to Hank. Mahoney had been lying on 
his belly, and no injury had been visible on his bkk. “Hank?” Tom 
had said. There had been no answer. Tom had put his hand under 
Mahoney’s arm and turned him over. Mahoney’s entire chest had 
been torn away, leaving the naked lungs and splintered ribs exposed. 
His face had been u^soilcd and serene. Perhaps that, in addition to 
the panic-stricken torrent of self-accusation, had contributed to 
Tom’s madness. With courage and surprising lucidity of mind, he 
had undertaken the rescue of a corpse. Picking up Hank’s blood- 
drenched body, he had run, cleverly dodging from rock to rock. 
When confronted by a cave full of Japs, he had carefully propped 
Hank up in a shell hole and under heavy machine-gun fire had 
crawled to within fifteen feet of the mouth of the cave and tossed in 
two hand grenades. When the smoke and dust had cleared, he had 
gone into the cave with a knife, finding six Japs dead and one half 
alive. With grim pleasure he had finished that one off and calmly re- 
turned to Hank’s body. Picking it up as if it were a child, he had 
continued across the island. He had fought his way almost to the 
beach on the opposite jide when it occurred to him that he didn’t 
know where he was going, for there was nothing on the beach, and 
no doctors had yet been landed anywhere on the island. Carrying 
Hank’^ body into a pillbox which had been cracked 6pcn by bombs, 
he had knelt astride it and had committed his ultimate act of agony 
and madness: he had tried to give Hank’s pitifully torn body artificial 
respiration. Remembering fragments of lessons in lifesaving he had 
taken as a boy, he had pumped Hank^s stiffening arms up and down 
relentlessly, succeeding only in forcing blood through Hank’s nose 
and mouth. He had had no idea how long he applied artificial res- 
piration, but after a long t'me he had become aware that the shooting 
outside the pillbox had stopped. The whole island had suddenly 
hummed with silence. Picking up Hank’s body, which had stopped 
bleeding, he had run to the top of a knoll. “Medic!” he had shouted. 
“Medici Medic!” 

A sergeant halfway d 9 wn the knoll had called to him and pointed 
toward a medical corpsman bandaging a man’s knee a hundred 
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yards away. Tom had run there and gently put Hank’s body on the 
ground near the man with the injured knee. “This is an emergency 
case,” he had said to the medical corpsman. The man had glanced 
briefly at Hank’s body, then walked over and examined it closely. 

“You don’t need no medic for this guy,” he had said casually. 
“He’s been dead for hours. Put him with the other dead over there.” 
The corpsman had gestured toward an irregularly shaped pile cov- 
ered by a torn parachute. Flies had been crawling on the white cloth. 

“No,” Tom had said. 

“Ihic’s dead,” the corpsman had replied. 

“He’s not.” 

The corpsman had glanced at Tom sharply and sighed. “I’ll do 
it for you,” he had said and, leaning forward, had unceremoniously 
started to drag Hank’s body away. 

“Don’t tjac>i him. I want a real doctor for him,” Tom had said. 

The corpsman had straightened up and stared at Tom. Then he 
had called over h»s shoulder to a group of soldiers who had sat down 
in the dirt and alreads started a card game. “Hey, come over here,” 
the corpsman had said. The soldiers had wearily got to their feet. 
Holding a knife in one hand, Tom had stood astride Mahoney’s 
body. The soldiers had approached him slowly and stopfied a few 
yards away. 

“Captain, that man you’ve got there is dead,” the corpsman had 
said. “Let these men take care of him, and you get a rest.” The sol- 
diers had spread out around him, but had kept their distance. Tom 
had said nothing, but his big body had been tense and alert, and 
some of the soldiers had started to bark away. After a moment of 
silence Tom had said calmly and reasonably, “I just want this man 
here to see a real doctor.” 

“Let him go,” a fat corporal had said to the corpsman. “The cap- 
tain looks like a mighty big man, and somebody’s going to get 
hurt if we rush him.” 

“The guy’s psycho,” the corpsman had said. 

“Let him go find a doctor if he wants,” the fat corporal had re- 
plied. 

V/hile they were arguing, Tom had suddenly stooped, picked up 
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Mahoney’s body, and burst through the loose circle they had formed. 
He had run hard, without feeling the great weight of Mahoney’s 
body. After a few minutes he had felt gravel under his feet and had 
heard many voices. Looking up, he had found himself standing only 
a few hundred feet from the sea, surrounded by Negro troops pour- 
ing from a landing barge. “What’s the matter, Captain?’’ a gigantic 
Negro master sergeant had said. “You looking for the medics?” 

“Yes.” 

“They’re taking some wounded out to the hospital ship right over 
there,” the enormous sergeant had said, gesturing toward another 
landing craft several hundred yards down the beach. Tom had 
started off, but had felt a big hand on his shoulder. “Let me carry 
him for you. Captain,” the sergeant had said. “You must be beat.” 

“I’ll take him.” 

The sergeant had already put one great arm around Hank’s body. 
In a shocked voice he had suddenly said, “Captain, this man’s dead. 
Look at his chest.” 

“Let him alone.” 

“Ain’t no use. Captain,” the sergeant had replied in a soft voice. 
“Put him down and take yourself a rest.” 

“I’m no^ going to put him with the dead.” 

“Of course not. Let me put him right down here.” The big ser-' 
geant had put gentle and respectful hands on Hank’s body, and Toni 
had not objected. Carefully the sergeant had put Hank’s body on the 
gravel a hundred yards from the other men. “Sit down now. Cap- 
tain,” the sergeant had said. 

Dazedly Tom had sat down. The sergeant had given him a cig- 
arette and lit it for him. Tom had sat staring at the sergeant’s shoes, 
tiemendous muddy shoes, the tops of which were still highly pol- 
ished. After looking at th.- shoes for a long while, he had brought 
himself to glance at Mahoney and had seen that on Hank’s face was 
the sardonic grin of a dead man. The dead always have the last laugh, 
Hank hsd said. A wave of nausea had overtaken Tom, and he had 
been sick. For several minutes he had lain there retching. 'The big ser- 
ge,ant had put cool hands on his forehead, the way a mother holds 
the head of a sick child. Gradually the nausea had gone, aod with 
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it the madness. Tom had stood up slowly, and the sergeant had 
handed him a canteen. After taking a drink, Tom had poured water 
into his hands and splashed his face. “Thanks, Sergeant,” he had 
said. 

“Let me help you find a burial detail,” the sergeant had replied. 
“You look mighty tired.” 

“I’d like to find one with a chaplain.” 

The sergeant had picked Mahoney up. They had walked a long 
whi^ before finding a priest with a detachment of men preparing for 
funeral services. The big sergeant had put Mahoney down, and the 
chaplain had immediately come over and had gently laid a blanket 
over him. 

“Take care of him, Father,” Tom had said, and had strode 
across the island to rejoin his company. He had found his men lying 
exhausted on the ground waiting for landing craft to take them off 
the island. Caesar had been wounded. Seeing him being carried off 
in a stretcher, Tom had hurried over to him. “You’re going to be 
all right,” he had sp‘d, hut Caesar had just turned his face away, as 
though the sight of Tom were painful to him. 

Tom had helped get the other wounded to the hospital ship, and 
then had thrown himself on the ground to try to sleep. Oidy a fitful 
half'Sleep had come, and he had been aware of men moving all 
around him. All kinds of things had happened that night. Some of 
the troop.s who arrived after the fighting had searched the tangled 
earth for souvenirs, making necklaces of teeth and fingernails from 
corpses. Pitched battles had been fought over Japanese swords, pis- 
tols, and flags. At two o’clock in the morning a Jap had been found 
cowering in p clump of underbrush and had been joyfully bayoneted 
and castrated by a company of supply troops who had thought they 
w'ould have to finish out tha war without meeting the enemy. 

Finally an LST had picked up Tom and most of the paratroopers 
who were uninjured. As it backed away from the island, Torn had sat 
in a dark corner of its hold, thinking of Mahoney running witli the 
grenade in mid-air, poised there for ever like Keats’ lovers on a Gre- 
cian urn. Hank always young and alive, the grenade always outlined 
clearly against the sky, just a few feet above his shoulder. 
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,A major, coming to squat beside him, said, “Some of these god- 
damn sailors got heads. They went ashore and got Jap heads,, and 
they tried to boil them in the galley to get the skulls for souvenirs.” 

Tom had shrugged and said nothing. The fact that he had been 
too quick to throw a hand grenade and had killed Mahoney, the fact 
that some young sailors had wanted skulls for souvenirs, and the fact 
that a few hundred men had lost their lives to take the island of 
Karkow — ^all these facts were simply incomprehensible and had to 
be forgotten. That, he had decided, was the final truth of the war, 
and he had greeted it with relief, greeted it eagerly, the simple fact 
that it was incomprehensible and had to be forgotten. Things just 
happen, he had decided; they happen and they happen again, and 
anybody who tries to make sense out of it goes out of his mind. 
Suddenly he had longed to go home, home to Betsy and the serenity 
of Grandmother’s house. “How long do you think they’ll give us be- 
fore the next jump.?” he had asked the major. 

Now, in his office in the Schanenhauser Foundation in the year 
1953, Tom wondered whether Caesar Gardclla actually had gone 
back to Rome to marry Gina, or whether he had simply returned to 
New York when the war was over and tried to forget the whole 
thing, as Tom had. And most of all he wondered if Gardella had 
recognized him, and if he were still resentful of the abandonment of 
Maria. Jt was strange that there was only Maria to worry about, Tom 
thought — certainly Caesar wouldn’t hold the death of Mahoney 
against him. It had been an accident — Caesar had certainly realized 
that. Probably Caesar wouldn’t even remember Mahoney. But if 
Maria had a son or a daughter, and if Caesar told her where Tom 
was, that conceivably could be quite another thing. A birth usually 
has more consequences than a death. 

Suddenly Tom’s teleph ^nc rang. It was Dick Haver calling from 
the office across the hall. “Tom, can you step in here a minute?” he 
asked. 

“Suref’ Tom said. “Be glad to.” 
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“Mr. Hopkins telephoned me a few minutes ago,” Dick said, “and 
asked if I could let you start work over there next week. I take it 
you’ve reached a decision.” 

“I was going to tell you this morning,” Tom said. “I haven’t had 
a chance to sec you. . . 

“F understand. I told Hopkins that as far as wc were concerned, 
you could start work over there right away.” 

Tom didn’t like that at all — Dick hadn’t made him sound very 
valuable. “All right,” he said reluctantly. “1 certainly appreciate 
everything you’ve done for me here.” 

“We don’t ha\e U) say good-bye,” Dick said. “Let’s have lunch to- 
gether once in a while.” 

Tom went back to his office to clean out his desk. There arc a 
few things I’ve got to get straight with myself, he thought. The fact 
that Caesar Gardella is running an elevator over at United Broad- 
casting doesn’t make any difference at all. It changes nothing. The 
past is just as it was, and I can’t get myself into a state of neives every 
time step into an elevator. My nerves have held out until now, 
and I guess then’ll keep on holding out. Whether Caesar recognizes 
me or not doesn’t make any difference. I’ve got nothing to be 
ashamed of, or at least no more than I had before I knew Caesar 
was running an elevator. Mahoney wasn’t the first man to be killed 
by mistake by his own men in the heat of battle — Old Hank would 
understand that if anyone would. And Maria held nothing against 
me. Wc understood each other. I wonder if she had, the child, he 
thought. I wonder if Caesar jenows. If he recognized me, why didn’t 
he say anything.^ 

No, Tom thought, I mustn’t go on like this. Between peace and 
war a clear line must be drawn. The past is something best ior- 
gottenj only in theory is it the father of the present. In practice, it is 
only a wildly unrelated dream, a chamber of horrors. And most of 
the time the present is unrelated to the future. It is a disconnected 
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world, or it is better to believe it that way if you can, and an 
elevator man has no business popping up to form a connecting link. 
The past is gone, Tom thought, and 1 will not brood about it. I've 
got to be tough. I am not the type to have a nervous breakdown. I 
can’t afford it. I have too many responsibilities. This is a time of 
peace, and I will forget about the war. 

It’s funny, Tom thought — it’s funny, the way the world goes. You 
take your children and with all honesty you teach them, “Thou 
Shalt Not Kill.’’ You give them dancing lessons, and tennis lessons, 
and music lessons. You teach them Latin, and how to dress prop- 
erly. You teach them self-respect, if you can. All these things my 
father must have learned when he was young, and all these things I 
learned, and if I can, I will teach all these things to my son. And if 
I can, I will also teach him to defend his country. If he has to, 1 
hope he’ll be a tough bastard too. 

“All right, men, this is a rifle. Any of you never seen a rifle 
before?" 

Tom remembered the sergeant who had given him basic training, 
a hollow-cheeked man with a flat voice, who had taught him back 
in the year 1942. The recruits had laughed when he said, “Any of 
you never seen a rifle before?” All sergeants in all generations talk 
the same, and all recruits laugh at the same jokes. 

"Afl right. This is" a rifle, and here in my other hand I’m holding 
a bayonet. Any of you never seen a bayonet before?" 

This time, no laughter. The recruits, standing in a circle around 
the sergeant, had shuffled nervously. 

“Now yqu tal{e this bayonet and you fit it on to the barrel of your 
rifle lil^e this. Shove it down until it dic\s. Stand bac\ a little. I'm 
going to run through this once for you now, and then you try it. 
There are three basic motions in the use of a bayonet. You stic\ it 
in lil{e this, you pull it out, using your foot or l{nee to shove the 
enemy away, and then you bring the stoc\ of your rifle down hard on 
his heSd li\e this, all in one smooth motion. , . ." 

It is necessary to forget all that and everything it led to, Tom 
thought; it is as necessary to forget it now as it was to learn it in 
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the first place. They ought to begin wars with a course in basic 
training and end them with a course in basic forgetting. The trick is 
to learn to believe that it’s a disconnected world, a lunatic world, 
where what is true now was not true then; where Thou Shalt Not 
Kill and the fact that one has killed a great many men mean 
nothing, absolutely nothing, for now is the time to raise legitimate 
children, and make money, and dress properly, and be kind to 
one’s wife, and admire one’s boss, and learn not to worry, and think 
of oneself as what? That makes no difference, he thought — I’m just 
a man in a grey flannel suit. I must keep my suit neatly pressed like 
anyone else, for I am a very respectable young man. If Caesar rec- 
ognizes me, we might go out and have a drink together, and that 
would be that. It doesn’t make any difference whether he recognizes 
me or not. It is ridiculous to live m fear of an elevator man. I will 
go to my new job, and I will be cheerful, and I will be industrious, 
and I will be matter-of-fact. I will keep my grey flannel suit spotless. 
I will have a sense of humour. I will have guts — I’m not the type to 
start crying now. 

An hour later Tom stepped into the United Broadcasting building. 
The elevator operator who took him up to Ogden’s office was a thin 
boy not more than eighteen years old. 



A SECRETARY iu a tight pink, sweater told Tom that Ogden couldn’t 
see him for another hour, but that he had asked her to show him to 
the office he was to occupy. Tom thanked her and followed her 
down the hall. The passageway ran out of carpet by the time they 
got to his door, but Tom was surprised at the size of his quarters. He 
had a room about fifteen feCt square entirely to himself, and there 
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was a small alcove where a pert brown-haired secretary sat at a 
small desk copying letters. “Mr. Rath, this is Miss Lawrence,” the 
girl in the pink sweater said. “She will be your secretary.” 

“It’s nice to meet you,” Miss Lawrence said. She stood up, and 
smiled. 

Tom’s desk was fancily shaped, much like the one behind which 
Walker had given him his first interview, but he had an ordinary 
swivel chair instc^ad of a reclining one. He sat down in it. There 
were two telephones on the desk, an interoffice communication 
box, and a small panel with three red buttons on it. Experimentally 
he pushed one of the buttons. Almost immediately, the door to his 
office opened and a distinguished and statuesque blonde girl in a 
dark-green blouse and expensive-looking tweed skirt came in. “You 
buzzed, sir?” she asked in a rather upstage Boston accent. 

“Who arc you?” 

“I’m the office girl. I deliver the interoffice mail. Did you buzz 
for me?” 

“By mistake,” Tom said. “Thank you very much.” 

She left, and he sat examining the other buttons with interest. 
Maybe the second one’s for a redhead and the third one’s for a 
brunette, he thought. After a moment of hesitation, he pushed the 
second one. This time Miss Lawrence came in. “Yes?” she asked. 
“What’s the third button for?” 

“Nothing,” she said, grinning. “It’s for men who have two secre- 
taries. Do you know how to use the interoffice communication sys- 
tem?” 

He Said no, and she showed him. She also explained the telephone 
system and brought from her desk a stack of papers for him to sign 
which placed him officially on the pay roll and insured him against 
almost everything in the world but getting fired. Just as he finished 
signing them, his interoffice communication box uttered some omi- 
nous crackling sounds, like a radio in a thunderstorm. He flicked a 
switch on it, and Ogden’s voice suddenly shouted at him so loudly 
that he jumped, “Arc you there, Rath?” 

Tom turned the volume down to make Ogden more polite. “Just 
^^ot here,” he said. 
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“Come up and see me in half an hour,” Ogden almost whispered. 
There wcie more noises like static. 

“I’ll be there,” Tom said. 

There was no reply, and he shut off the box. For a moment he 
busied himself looking through the drawers of his desk, inspecting 
with admiration a typewriter which pulled out on a special shelf. 
Then he turned his chair around and stared out the window. Below 
him, the city stretched like a map. Far away in the Hudson River a 
flotilla of destroyers was getting up steam. One of them was using 
a sighal light. Tom could still read Morse Code. “Where in hell is 
the liberty boat?” the signalman was asking. 

Twenty minutes later Tom started toward Ogden’s office. Down 
the hall he took a wrong turn at a junction of corridors and wound 
up at the entrance to an endrmous room in which about thirty 
clerks worked vt desks in neat rows as in a schoolroom. When 
he found Ogden’s office it was five minutes past the time set for 
the appointment, but that didn’t make any difference, because Ogden 
kept him waiting another hour. 

“Glad you could start work today,” Ogden said when he finally 
had the girl in the pink sweater show him in. “Is your office all 
right?” 

“It’s fine,” Tom said casually. 

“About a title* for you,” Ogden said. “I suppose we should give 
you a title. You’ll be responsible directly to me, of course, but I think 
we’ll call you ‘Special Assistant to Mr. Hopkins.’ There will be 
times when that title will be useful.” 

Ogden paused, and Tom said, “That .sounds like a fine title.” 

“Just remember that it doesn’t apply to company business,” Ogden 
said. “You’re special assistant to Mr. Hopkins on this special project 
— nothing else. That will be made clear inside the company, but of 
course there will be no need to spell it out anywhere else.” 

“Of course,” Tom said. 

“Can you have dinner with Mr. Hopkins tonight?” 

“Yes,” Tom said, trying not to sound surprised. “I think I can 
arrange it.” 

“Meet us at seven-thirty at his apartment,” Ogden said, and gave 
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a Park Avenue address, which Tom wrote down on a pad and 
put in his pocket. 

“Now let me give you the pitch,” Ogden continued. “There’s a 
. . Before he could go on, his telephone rang. “No,” Ogden said 
into the receiver. “Absolutely not.” He listened for a full minute 
before adding, ‘Tm still not convinced. Contact me on it later. 
Good-bye.” 

He hung up and shifted his gaze to Tom. With hardly a pause, 
he said, “The pitch is this. There’s a big convention of medical men 
in Atlantic City on September 15. Hopkins has been asked to speak, 
and he figures it will be a good time for him to send up a trial 
balloon on this whole project. He can’t mention the small group of 
doctors who got him interested in all this. We’ve got to help him 
with the speech.” 

“Does that mean you want me to write it?” 

Ogden looked at Tom with distaste. “We don’t write speeches for 
Mr. Hopkins,” he said. “He writes his own speeches. We just help 
him with the research and try to get something on paper for him to 
work with.” 

“I see,” Tom said, feeling he had made a strategic error. 

“Tonight we’re going to kick the speech around,” Ogden said. 
“You better be thinking about what he should say. He’ll want your 
ideas.” 

Tom didn’t have any idea in the world what die president of 
United Broadcasting should say to a convention of physicians about 
mental health. “Did the doctors suggest any topic when they invited 
him?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“I suppose he could talk about increasing public understanding of 
the mental-illness problem,” Tom said tentatively. He was tired of 
that thought already. 

“Maybe. But keep in mind the purpose of the speech. If we achieve 
our purpose one hundred per cent, the audience should rise as one 
man when he’s through and demand that he start a national com- 
mittee on mental health immediately. He shouldn’t propose such a 
thing, understand — they should suggest it to him. If this is the kind 
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of speech it should be, every newspaper in the country should have 
it on the front page the next morning. Requests for him to form a 
national committee on mental health should pour m from all over 
the nation.” 

“It’ll have to be quite a speech,” Tom said. 

“Perhaps we can’t expect to achieve our purpose one hundred per 
cent, but we ought to keep the goal clearly in mind. And we also 
must not forget the possibility of a one hundred per cent failure. Do 
you kgow what that would be 

“No response at all,” Tom said. 

“No — a negative response If the speech went one hundred per 
cent wrong, the doctors would all get together to prevent the forma- 
tion of a national committee on mental health. Mr. Hopkins would 
be accused of meddling in things he didn’t know anything about. 
United Broadrasting would be described as a sinister mflucnce try- 
ing to muscle in on the doctors for mysterious reasons. People would 
say we want socialized medicine, or that we are reactionaries fight- 
ing co-operative health pi ins. Hopkins would be accused of being a 
publicity hound. Rumours would start that he had political ambitions. 
If that sort of thing happened, the whole project would of course 
have to be abandoned.” • 

There goes my job, Tom thought Bill Hawthorne’s already chip- 
ping away at it. tic said, “I don’t think there’s much danger of that 
happening. After all, the doctors invited him to speak.” 

“That was arranged by a small group,” Ogden said. “If the speech 
backfired, they’d be the first to claim they had nothing to do with 
it.” 

As soon as he got back to his own office, Tom telephoned Betsy. 
“I’ve already started work for United Broadcasting and I won’t be 
home for dinner tonight,” he said. “I’m having dmner with Hopkins 
in his Park Avenue apartment.” 

“You’re going up in the world fast,” Betsy said. “I haven’j: been 
moving so slowly, cither. I’ve put this house on the market. The 
agents arc sure we can get at least fifteen thousand for it. And I’ve 
checked our mortgage — ^wc’vc paid off all but about seven thousand'^ 
of that.” 
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. “Don’t commit yourself on anything without talking to me,” Tom 
said nervously. 

She laughed. “I don’t guarantee anything,” she replied. 

Late that afternoon Tom steeled himself when he rang for the 
elevator to take him down, and he did not admit to himself how 
relieved he was when the operator turned out to be an old man he 
had never seen befoK. When they got to the lobby, Tom hurried to 
get a taxicab. 

The Park Avenue address proved to be a tall apartment house 
with a long dark-red awning extending over the sidewalk in front 
of it, under which a doorman who looked like an unemployed 
general stood guard. The man stepped quickly in front of him, 
but ceremoniously pushed the button for the elevator inside when 
Tom explained he had an appointnlent with Mr. Hopkins. When 
the elevator, which was operated by a young girl, arrived, the door- 
man said, "Take this gentleman to Mr. Hopkins’ apartment.” 

The elevator moved slowly upward for what seemed a long while. 
Finally it stopped, and Tom stepped into a small marble vestibule 
with three black doors, on one of which was a simple brass knocker. 
There were no name plates on the doors. Tom turned to ask the 
elevator^ operator which door was Mr. Hopkins’, but the elevator 
had already started down. He lifted the brass knocker and let it 
fall. The door was opened almost immediately by Hopkins himself. 
He was smiling and looked more affable than ever. “Come in!” he 
said. “So nice of you to come!” 

Tom stepped into a high-ceilinged room. Two walls were entirely 
lined with bookcases. A third wall had glass shelves holding a col- 
lection of fancy hand-painted lead soldiers. The fourth wall had a 
large window and two glass doors leading to a neatly kept lawn 
on the roof, some twenty ^oors above the street. 

“Won’t you sit down?” Hopkins said. “What can I get you to 
drink?” 

“Anything. What are you having?” 

Hopkins walked over to a table near one of the windows on which 
stood a small forest of bottles, a trayful of glasses, and an ice bucket. 
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“It looks as though we have quite a collection here/’ he said, as- 
though that were the first time he had seen iu “I think I’ll have 
Scotch on the rocks/ Will that suit you?” 

“That’ll be fine ” 

Hopkins took a pair of silver ice tongs in his hand and delicately 
dropped ice cubes into a glass. After splashing whisky over them, 
he placed the glass on a small tray, ceremoniously walked over 
and handed it to Tom. “Thanks,” Tom said, figuring he was getting 
served by the highest-paid bartender in the world. “Is there anything 
I can^o to help?” 

“Just sit down and make yourself comfortable. Bill Ogden will 
be along any minute.” 

Tom sat in a small, hard leather chair. Hopkins poured himself 
a drink and, acting for all the world like an anxious housewife enter- 
taining the rCwtoi, fussed about the room, offering Tom first a plate 
of crackers spread with caviar, and then a porcelain box of cigarettes. 
Finally he sat down near Tom and sipped his drink thoughtfully. 
“This is an exciting new project we’re going to. be working on 
together,” he said, making Tom a partner. “I think there’s a real 
need for it, and it certainly is a challenge!” 

He sounded as though the thing he wanted most in the wcjrld was 
a challenge. Tom, feeling called upon to match his enthusiasm, said, 
“I can’t think of ’anything more needed!” 

Luckily, there was a knock on the door before he had to elaborate 
on that theme. Hopkins jumped springily from his chair, dashed to 
the door, and let Ogden in. Hello, Bill!” he said, as though he 
hadn’t seen Ogden for three months. good of you to give up 
your evening for this!” 

“Glad to, Ralph,” Ogden said urbanely, exchanged greetings 
briefly with Tom, and strollejl over to the liquor table. “Mind if I 
mix myself a drink?” 

“Take what you like — take what you like!” 

Ogden poured himself a Scotch on the rocks and sat dowfl on a 
hassock. “How arc Helen and Susan?” he asked Hopkins. 

“Fine! Susan is entering Vassar this fall!” 
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Tom glanced around the apartment. It didn’t look like a place 
where a family lived. Did Hopkins and his family gather tQ play 
croquet on the lawn on the roof? Then he remembered that Hopkins 
had just built a place in South Bay. Hopkins must keep this place 
just for business meetings, he figured. 

Ogden glanced at his wrist watch. “I’ve been giving a good deal 
of thought to this speech you’ve got scheduled in A.tlantic City,’’ 
he began. “I figure we ought to pitch it chiefly on the need for 
more public understanding. . . .’’ 

For half an hour Ogden elaborated on this, saying about what he 
had told Tom that morning. Hopkins sat listening and nodding his 
head appreciatively, but saying little. His chief preoccupation seemed 
to be keeping everybody’s glass full. At about a quarter after eight, a 
uniformed maid came in from the door near the shelves of lead 
soldiers and announced dinner. They all went into a small dining 
room and were served cherry-stone clams, rare roast beef, and apple 
pie. All through dinner, Ogden kept talking about the speech. When 
they returned to the living room, Hopkins cleared his throat and 
said, “That’s very helpful. Bill. Now let me see if I can draw some 
of it together.’’ 

“Take notes,” Ogden hissed at Tom. 

Tom quickly took a pad from his pocket and sat with pencH 
poised. “Point numbtfr one,” Hopkins said. “The medical profession 
has done a wonderful job on mental-health problems. Point number 
two: the public must supply more money and understanding. Put in 
• a lot of ‘Too few people realize this’ and ‘Too few people realize 
that.’ Point out that there are special funds for polio and cancer and 
heart disease. Say too few realize there’s no such fund for research 
on mental illness and that the mentally ill Bll more than half the 
hospital beds. Mention the publicity job that made it respectable to 
talk about venereal disease. Talk about the amount of money a 
mentally ill patient costs the state a year. Say someone should start 
a national committee on mental health. Say it should be a doctor — 
use the phrase, ‘some fully qualified person. . . .’” 

He paused. “No, darn it,” he said. “1 think we’re hitting it too 
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directly. Maybe we could start with some sort of historical parallel. 
What do you . . .” 

There was a knock at the door, and Hopkins leaped to his feet to 
open it. Two imposing-looking men carrying briefcases entered. 
"So nice of you to come!” Hopkins said heartily. “Sit down! We’ll 
be through here in just a minute. Brandy? A liqueur?” 

“Thanks, Ralph,” the bigger of the two men said. “Anything 
you’ve got. Good evening. Bill.” 

After brief introductions, and after everyone had a drink, Hopkins 
said, ^Now, Tom, do you think you have the hang of what I want 
to say in Atlantic City?” 

“I guess so,” Tom said. 

“Would it be putting you to too much trouble to ask for a rough 
draft in, say, three or four days?” 

“I’ll have somciliing for you,” Tom said. 

“Fine! Thanks so much for coming up. I know how hard it is to 
stay in town late when you live in Connecticut. I certainly appreciate 
it!” 

Bill Ogden stood up. “Thanks for everything, Ralph,” he said. 
“I’ve got to be running.” 

“Thank you, Bill!” Hopkins said. 

This is the most polite damn bunch of people I’ve ever met, Tom 
thought. As he ahd Bill Ogden went out the door he heard Hopkins 
say to the other two men, “I certainly appreciate your giving up 
your evening for this! Have you got some of those promotion plans 
we were discussing last week spelled out a little more?” 

It turned out that Ogden lived in Stamford, and he rode to Grand 
Central Station in a taxi with Tom. They had just missed the nine- 
thirty-Bve train, and there wasn’t another one for n)ore than an 
hour. They went to the bar ,on the lower level of the station and 
ordered highballs. 

“I can’t help being curious,” Tom said. “Does Mr. Hopkins work 
every night ?” * 

“He often takes long week-ends on an island he has up in Maine,” 
Ogden said. 
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Tom reflected upon this for a few moments. “You mean he just 
lives alone in that apartment and has business appointments -every 
evening?” he asked incredulously. 

“Oh, he goes out to his place at South Bay quite often,” Ogden 
said. “He sees a lot of his family — especially around Christmas time.” 

Tom took a few swallows of his drink. 

“He never gets tired,” Ogden said. “Lots of guys work hard, but 
he’s always fresh. Fve never seen him tired in my life.” 

When Tom got back to Westport, the first thing he noticed when 
he stepped in the front door of his house was that everything looked 
suspiciously neat, and a table with a large vase of hollyhocks had 
been moved against the living-room wall to obscure the crack in the 
plaster. Betsy was waiting. “How did it go?” she asked. 

“Fine,” he said. “I got to write a speech. I mean, I have to help 
Mr. Hopkins with a speech. I might as well get the terminology of 
this thing straight from the beginning.” 

To his surprise, Betsy looked hurt. “I wish you’d stop being so 
damn bright and cynical,” she said. “It’s no way to start a new job. 
You ought to be enthusiastic. Damn it, Tommy, try being naive!” 

“What’s got into you?” he asked, looking puzzled. 

“I’ll bet Hopkins doesn’t go around making wisecracks!” she said. 
“Docfhe?” 

“No.” 

“Nobody docs who gets anywhcic. You’ve got to be positive and 
enthusiastic!” 

“How come you know so much all of a sudden about how to 
get ahead?” 

“I just k/tow," she said. “I’m sick of being smart and broke.” 

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll be owl-faced. My whole interest in life is 
working for mental health. I care notfiing for myself. I am a ded- 
icated human being.” 

“All right, be witty. But I’ve been worried about this for a long 
time. You’ve always been talking about Hopkins’ mental-health proj- 
ect with your tongue in your cheek, and if you feel that way about 
it, you ought not work for the man. You ought to be thinking it’s 
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the best idea in the worldl And why isn’t it a good idea, when you 
come right down to it? What’s wrong with trying to do something 
about mental illness? Why do you have to be so damn cynical about 
it?” 

“From now on I’ll be pious,” he said, “if you promise to stop 
being insufferable.” 

“I just want you to start off on the right foot,” she said. “Do you 
like Mr. Hopkins?” 

“I jpess so.” 

“You should try to like him! Give him the benefit of every doubt. 
Or quit working for him right now!” 

“I love him,” he said simply. “I adore him. My heart is his.” 

“You scare me, Tommy,” she said. “I’m dead serious. You scare 
hell out of me when you’re like that. To me it means you’re going to 
be unenthusiastic about everything for the rest of your life.” 

“I’m going to try to do this job right,” he said. “You don’t have 
to worry about that. I’m going to try.” 

“Sit down now and have a drink,” she said. “Three people looked 
at the house today, and one may be coming back.” 



Just as Tom and Betsy were preparing to go to bed, the telephone 
rang. It was Lucy Hitchcock, who li/ed next door. “Hi!” she said 
with slightly alcoholic jubilation in her voice. “Could you and Tom 
come over for cocktails tomorrow night? Bob just got a wooderful 
raise, and we’re going to celebrate.” 

“Congratulations,” Betsy said. “We’ll be there.” 

“I’ve got to call twenty other people,” Lucy said. “Good-bye!” 

Filled with sudden distaste, Betsy put the telephone down. In this 
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. invitation tendered so late in the evening to a party for the cele* 
bration of an increase in salary received by the host, Betsy -found 
concentrated everything she disliked about Greentree Avenue. The 
intensity of her displeasure surprised her, and long after she had 
gone to bed, she lay awake trying to analyze it. 

It’s not that I’m a snob— it’s more than that, she thought fiercely. 
There are all kinds of reasons. Slowly she counted them off. 

The first reason the invitation annoyed her was that she felt ob- 
liged to accept it. She and Tom had already declined invitations 
to two of the Hitchcocks’ parties, and Lucy would interpret a third 
refusal as a slight, regardless of what excuse were given. 

The second reason was that like most cocktail parties on Greentree 
Avenue, this one would be an exhausting exercise. On Greentree 
Avenue cocktail parties started at sciven-thirty, when the men came 
home from New York, and they usually continued without any 
dinner until three or four o’clock in the morning. It was almost 
impossible for the owners of the small houses to provide dinner for 
their guests— on that street the custom of asking people in for 
dinner had almost disappeared. The kitchens were small, dining 
rooms were almost nonexistent, and after the women had put the 
childrep to bed, they were in no mood to fix company meals. Cock- 
tail parties were an. easier form of hospitality, and the only trouble 
was that anyone who went home for dinner was Considered a spoil- 
sport. Somewhere around nine-thirty in the evening, Martinis and 
Manhattans would give way to highballs, but the formality of eating 
anything but hors d’oeuvres in between had been entirely omitted. 

It can’t be true that the whole street is like that, Betsy thought — it 
must be just the people we know. For a long while after she went to 
bed, she lay thinking of the various families up and down the street. 
Almost all the houses were occupied by couples with young chil- 
dren, and few people considered Greentree Avenue a permanent 
stop — the place was just a crossroads where families waited until 
they dbuld afford to move on to something better. The finances of 
almost every household were an open book. Budgets were frankly 
discussed, and the public celebration of increases in salary was com- 
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mon. The biggest parties o£ all were moving-out parties, given by 
those who finally were able to buy a bigger house. Of course there 
were a few men in the area who had given up hope of rising in 
the world, and a few who had moved from worse surroundings and 
considered Grecntrce Avenue a desirable end of the road, but they 
and their families suffered a kind of social ostracism. On Greentree 
Avenue, contentment was an object of contempt. 

No one here is evil, Betsy thought defensively. In spite of all the 
drinking, the young couples were usually well enough behaved at 
the ct^ktail parties. Sure, there were sometimes a few kitchen kisses 
and an occasional high-pitched argument, but usually the men and 
their wives just sat talking about the modern houses they would 
like to build, or the old barns they would like to convert into dwell- 
ings. The price the small hou^s on Greentree Avenue were cur- 
rently bringing and the question of how big a mortgage the local 
banks were offering on larger places were constantly discussed. As 
the evening wore on, the men generally fell to divulging dreams of 
escaping to an entirely different sort of life — to a dairy farm in 
Vermont, or to the management of a motel in Florida — but for the 
most part, the cocktail parties simply gave everyone a chance to 
prove he considered Greentree Avenue no more than a stepping 
stone to the same kind of life on a bigger scale. There’s nothing 
wrong with that, 'Betsy tried to tell herself. This isn’t a bad place to 
be, it’s just . . . 

Dull. That was the word she usually used for Greentree Avenue, 
but tonight she rejected it. It this were just a dull place, 1 wouldn’t 
mind it so much, she thought. The trouble is, it’s not dull enough — 
it’s tense and it’s frantic. Or, to be honest, Tom and I are tense 
and frantic, and I wish to heaven I knew why. 

Betsy sat up in bed and, in the dim light from the window, 
glanced at Tom. He was asleep and, at least for the moment, looked 
entirely serene. She fumbled on the bedside table, found a cigarette, 
‘ and lit it. A feeling of black pessimism and self-reproach overtook 
her. With Betsy, such moods were extremely rare, but when she fell 
victim to them, every humiliating experience she had suffered since 
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early childhcx>d sprang to life, and all comforting thoughts fell from 
beneath her, as though she had been standing on a trap door. At 
such times, the big brick house on Beacon Street in which she had 
been brought up came back to her memory not as a cheerful place, 
with pine logs roaring ip the living-room fireplace on winter after- 
noons, but as a cavernous building with a long dark staircase with a 
creak in every step ‘which she had been obliged to climb alone early 
each evening, leaving her elder sister, Alice, to bask in the warmth 
below, Betsy had had a rather lonely childhood — her sister was eight 
years older than she, and her parents had been quite old when she 
was born and had lacked the energy, if not the will, to give much 
time to a small child. Almost from the beginning, Betsy had been a 
rather adult child. She had rarely cried, and although she had been 
terrified by the shadows on the wall/)f the stairs and the darkness in 
the hall above, she had never confided her fears to anyone. Instead, 
she had hummed to herself determinedly while going up to bed, with 
lips compressed and fists tightly clenched as she edged along the 
shadows and into the blackness of the hall, where anything could 
lurk. Because her parents had not approved of night lights for chil- 
dren, she had slept in the dark, with her ears straining for the com- 
forting sound of voices on the floor below and the occasional laugh 
of her Aider sister. Now, lying in the dark beside Tom, Betsy found 
herself half expecting to hear the sound of that laughter again. ' 

my words . . her sister Alice had said. That had been 
much later, when Betsy had told her family she wanted to marry 
Tom. **Mar\ my words” she had said. “If you get married now, you'll 
regret it. You’re too young. Someday you’ll remember I told you that 
and wish you had taken my advice. Wait till after the war A girl 
your age who marries a man just about to go in the service is crazy.’’ 

**But Vve \nown hitr for three years,” Betsy had said. 

”But you don't f^now how either &f you will feel after he gets 

back,r 

** Weill always feel the same as we do now!” 

How bravely the words came back to her! Why should I think of 
Alice now.^ Betsy thought. She leaned over to an ash tray and ex- 
tinguished her cigarette. Beside her, Tom stirred restlessly in the bed. 
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Nothings wrong with our marriage, or at least nothing per- • 
manent, Betsy thought. We can’t be like a couple of children gaily 
playing house for evfcr. 

That’s the way it had been before the war — lil{€ children playing 
house, she thought, but even the sarcasm of the phrase couldn’t tar- 
nish the memory. They had had only three months together before 
Tom went into the Army. How exciting those days had been! He 
had spent an absurd proportion of his savings on her engagement 
ring ^nd a diamond-sprinkled wedding ring to match. At the time 
she had remonstrated with him, and it was curious to remember 
now that that jewellery, bought with a brave gesture of gallantry, had 
turned out to be the only shrewd investment they had ever made. 
The last time she had had the rings cleaned, the jeweller had offered 
her far more than Tom had paid for them, because diamonds had 
increased in value a great deal since the war. 

That somehow seemed typical of the way everything had turned 
out, Betsy thought. The foolish gesture had turned out to be a 
shrewd investment, c^nd most of their careful planning had led to 
nothing. I would like to go back to the beginning, and follow the 
years along, and find out what went wrong, Betsy thought. After she 
and Tom had been married, they had moved into a tiny apartment 
in Boston, and upon her request, Tom had immediately bought a 
Saint Bernard puppy and a white Angora kitten with blue eyes, 
because in the old house on Beacon Hill, her family had never 
allowed her to have pets. Now her clearest memory of those three 
months before the war was of the great clumsy puppy and the 
wide-eyed kitten and Tom and herself, all rolling and tumbling and 
playing together on the floor, with the sunshine streaming in the 
window on a big red and gold oriental rug someone had given 
them for a wedding present. • 

Ul^e children playing house, she thought. During the first two 
days they lived in that apartment, she had ordered milk from two 
milkmen, because the second one had been a very aggressive sales- 
man, and the icebox had been jammed with milk bottles until Tom 
straightened the matter out. The kitchenette had been fragrant with 
spices thoughout those three months — she had experimented with 
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almost every recipe in the cookbook. Meals had not seemed simply a 
chore to get through as quickly as possible then. 

We weren’t too young to be married in thosc^days, she thought — I 
think the trouble is that although only twelve years have gone by, 
we are somehow too old to be married now. I suppose that’s really 
why I want to move out of this house so much, Betsy thought — 
don’t want a bigger place so much; I want that old three months 
before the war back. It’s as though Tom and I had been married 
twice, once before the war and once afterwards, and what I want is 
my first marriage back. 

‘'Now marl^ my words,*' Alice had said. 

Damn Alice, Betsy thought now. I’m still not sorry I got married, 
and I’m glad I didn’t take her advice. Ever since the war, poor Tom 
has just had to work awfully hard, sCnd he has lots of worries on his 
mind. And I’ve been tired, what with taking care of the kids and 
all. We’re both exhausted most of the time — the Tired Thirties, the 
doctor called it once, the time when people have children, and have 
to make good at jobs, and buy houses, and all the rest of it. We’re 
both just tired out. That’s why nothing seems to be much fun any 
more. 

There, I’ve said it, she thought, and it sounds absurd, but it’s true. 
Nothing seems to ^ much fun any more. There’s nothing wrong 
with our house, really, and nothing wrong with Greentree Avenue, 
or Tom or me. It’s just that nothing seems to be much fun any 
more, and that’s horrible, for when you’ve said that, there’s nothing 
more to say. 

Why? she thought. 

It probably would take a psychiatrist to answer that. Maybe Tom 
and I both ought to visit one, she thought. What’s the matter? the 
psychiatrist would say, and I would reply, I don’t know — nothing 
seems to be much fun any more. All of a sudden the music stopped, 
and it didn’t start again. Is that strange, or does it happen to everyone 
about Vhe time when youth starts to go? 

The psychiatrist would have an explanation, Betsy thought, but I 
don’t want to hear it. People rely too much on explanations these 
days, and not enough on courage and action. Why make such a 
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complicated thing out of selling this house? We don’t like Greentree . 
Avenue, so we’ll move. Tom has a good job, and he’ll get his 
enthusiasm back, and be a success at it. Everything’s going to be 
fine. It does no good to wallow in night thoughts. In God we trust, 
and that’s that. 

Betsy’s fists were clenched, and her lips pressed tightly together, 
just as they had been when, as a little girl, she had gone up through 
the shadows to bed, determined not to admit her fear or her jealousy 
of her sister, sitting by the fire and laughing below. She glanced at 
Torr^ and seeing that the blankets had slipped from his shoulders, 
she carefully covered him up. Then she went to sleep, and when she 
awoke in the morning, she was as energetic and cheerful as ever, 
humming a tuneless song under her breath as she got breakfast 
and drove her husband to the station. 

Four days after he had visited Hopkins’ apartment, Tom typed for 
the fifth time his final draft of a first draft of Hopkins’ speech. 
From the first sentence (It’s a great pleasure for me to be here this 
evening.) to the last sentence (It’s a job that can be done.), it seemed 
to Tom to go quite well. True, it all had a rather otherworldly ring 
to it, but no matter how hard Tom tried, he couldn’t make it appear 
quite natural for the president of United Broadcasting to be talking 
about mental health at all. When he had polished the speech as much 
as he could, he handed it to his secretary, who retyped it neatly 
with three carbon copies. Two of these Tom filed and took the 
original with one copy to Ogden. He didn’t expect Ogden to throw 
up his hands and cheer when he read the speech, but he was totally 
unprepared when Ogden, after finishing the first two pages, slammed 
the speech down on his desk and said, “Christ! This is awful! It 
isn’t what we want at all!’’ 

For the first time in years, Tom felt his face turning red. 

“You can do better than this!” Ogden said contemptuously, before 
Tom had a chance to say anything. “Take it back and do it o>fer. See 
if you can have something ready by tonight. Mr. Hopkins wants to 
see you at his apartment at eight-thirty. And this time, really try.” 

“I’ll try,” Tom said in an unnaturally quiet voice. He had a sud- 
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den, immediately controlled impulse to kill Ogden. He knew just 
'how he could do it — ^he’d* clench both hands together, raise them 
high above his head, and, using the full strength of his back, bring 
them down hard on the back of Ogden’s neck!' Shaken by his own 
thoughts, he picked the speech up and walked back to his office. 
Glancing at his familiar, thick old wrist watch, he saw he had nine 
hours in which to y/ork. He rolled a clean piece of paper into his 
typewriter. “It’s a great pleasure to be here this evening,” he began, 
and crossed it out. “I’m deeply grateful for this opportunity to talk 
to you this evening,” he substituted. No, damn it! he thought, and 
crossed that out. “It gives me the greatest pleasure . . .” 

At eight-thirty that night he knocked blearily at the door of Hop- 
kins’ apartment, clutching the retyped speech in a manila envelope in 
his hand. Hopkins let him in, again thanked him for coming, and 
gave him a drink. Tom handed him the speech and, unable to watch 
him read it, walked self-consciously across the room to inspect the 
lead soldiers. They were hand-painted, in astonishing detail. On the 
top shelf was a small group of knights in armour. He wondered how 
long it would take Hopkins to read the speech. At least he hadn’t 
thrown it down yet, and he must have finished the first page. On the 
second shelf was a company of English archers, apparently aiming 
their long arrows at a platoon of soldiers waiting for the America^ 
Revolution. Behind him, Tom heard a page rustle, and Hopkins 
cleared his throat. On the middle shelf were Civil War infantrymen 
of both North and South, apparently teaming up against some 
World War I artillerymen. Behind him, Tom heard a match scratch, 
and Hopkins’ chair squeaked. He must be half through it, Tom 
thought. On the bottom shelf were several squads of World War II 
marines, all standing at attention. Somewhere in the room a clock 
ticked. 

“Wonderful!” Hopkins suddenly boomed. 

Tom turned around. 

“Marveilotu," Hopkins said, even louder. His whole face was 
beaming with satisfaction. “You’ve really got the feel for it!” 

‘Tm glad you like it,” Tom said modesdy. 
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“This really sings," Hopkins said enthusiastically. “It’s remarkable' 
that you could do so well the first time around!” 

“It’s a second draft, actually,” Tom said. “Mr. Ogden gave me 
some suggestions.” 

“The heart of the thing is just right!” Hopkins said. “Now let’s 
just go over it together. Did you bring a copy?” 

Tom took one from the manila envelope. 

“Let’s look at this introduction,” Hopkins said. “Do you think 
we c^uld make it a little more natural ? l4ow about, ‘Good evening. 
It’s good of you gentlemen to give your attention to a layman. . . .’” 

Sentence by sentence Hopkins took the whole speech apart. When 
he finished, he had asked for changes in almost every paragraph. 
“Well!” he concluded. “You certainly did a grand job! Just fix up 
the details we’ve worked out and let’s see it again in a few days. 
Would Wednesday be too early?” 

“That will be plenty of time,” Tom said. 

“Can I fill your glass for you?” 

“Sure.” 

“You’ve really got the feel for this sort of thing,” Hopkins said, 
while putting fresh ice cubes in his glass. “You’ve made a grand 
beginning!” 

“Thanks,” Tom said. 

There was a knock at the door, and Hopkins let in a thin man 
holding an enormous blueprint, rolled up like a rug. 

“Good evening, Bruce,” Hopkins said. “So nice of you to give up 
your evening!” 

Tom gulped his drink and excused himself as rapidly as possible. 
He was halfway to Grand Central Station before he fully realized 
that Ogden and Hopkins had simply told him the same thing in 
two different ways: to rewrite the speech. In spite of this, Hopkins 
had somehow left him eager to try. Well, he thought admiringly, 
I always heard he could drive men and make them like it. 
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16 


A WEEK LATER, just whcn Tom was forgetting his apprehension 
about meeting Cae^r Gardella, it happened. He had been working 
late on the speech, and it was about seven-thirty when he rang for 
the elevator. The corridor by the elevators was empty. When he 
pressed the button there was the prolonged hum which always pre- 
ceded the coming of the elevator. The doors rumbled open, and 
there was Caesar, standing alone in the entrance to the car, his big 
round face impassive. “Going down,” he said in his deep voice. Tom 
stepped into the elevator. Caesar turned toward the controls, and the 
door rumbled shut behind him. Caesar stood with his back toward 
Tom. The elevator dropped sickcningly fast. Then Caesar turned 
toward Tom. His face was without emotion. “You’re Captain Rath, 
aren’t you?” he said. 

“Yes,” Tom replied, and, trying to feign surprise, added, “Why, 
you’re Caesar Gardella!” He stuck out his hand, but just then a light 
flashed on the control board of the elevator, and Caesar brought 
the car •to a halt at the nineteenth floor. The door rumbled opeh, 
and two pretty secretaries stepped in. “We’ll be late, I know weVe 
going to be late, and they’ll never wait!” one said. 

“They’ll wait, all right,” her companion replied. “It’s a good thing 
to keep them waiting.” The elevator started down, and both girls 
laughed. 

When they got to the ground floor, the secretaries hurried out of 
the elevator. Tom stayed behind awkwardly. He wanted to say, 
Did you go bac\ to Ro ne? Did you ever hear what happened to 
Maria? But instead, sounding foolish* to himself and talking very 
fast, he said, “It certainly is nice to run into you, Caesar! It’s been 
a long fimel Gosh, I guess it’s been almost ten years, eight or nine, 
anyway! You’re looking good, boy! Sure looks as though civilian 
life is agreeing with you!” 

Caesar smiled. “You’re not doing so bad yourself,” he said. “I 
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seen you riding down with Mr. Hopkins. You an assistant of his 
or something?” 

“Yes,” Tom said. “I’m working for him.” 

There was an awkward silence, during which the smile disap- 
peared from Caesar’s face. 

“I’ve got to be running,” Tom said, edging toward the door. “Got 
a train to catch. Sure is nice to have seen you!” 

“Could we get together sometime?” Caesar blurted out quickly. 
He suddenly seemed nervous and pushed his purple cap back on his 
head.^’Just for a drink or something,” he said. “I’d kind of like to 
talk to you.” 

“Sure,” Tom said hesitantly. “Sure, I’d love to!” Seized with a 
desire to get the meeting over, he added, “How about now? I could 
catch a later train.” 

“No,” Caesai implied. “I’m on duty for another two hours. Can I 
give you a call sometime when I’m not on duty?” 

“Sure!” Tom said. “Any time! Give me a call'” 

Lights were flashmr on the elevator’s control panel, and the starter 
was walking toward them. Tom hurried out of the elevator, waved 
cheerily, and walked rapidly toward Grand Central Station. He 
wants to see me, he thought. What about? To talk over olcj times, 
perhaps — that’s a perfectly normal thing to do. We meet and have a 
drink and we make jokes about the war. That’s all there is to it. 
What else could he do? 

Blackmail. The word flashed into his mind suddenly. That’s ab- 
surd, he thought. In the first place, Caesar would never do a thing 
like that. He was always a decent guy. And in the second place, 
theie’s a statute of limitations. And in the third place, he couldn’t 
prove anything, especially after all this time. When you come right 
down to it, I haven’t done anything illegal anyway, or at least noth- 
ing anyone could do anything about. Maria wouldn’t turn on me 
now. 

Still, Caesar could make things rather awkward for me,* Tom 
thought. Publicity— if he made any charges, the publicity alone could 
ruin me. And he probably thinks I’m rich, seeing me with Hopkins 
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and all. I wonder what he’s got on his mind? Maybe he knows some- 
thing about Maria, something he wants to tell me. 

No, Tom thought as he got to Grand Central Station, it’s not that. 
Two old buddies meet and have a drink together, that’s all— that’s 
the convention, and Caesar’s just trying to play it according to the 
script. It’s ridiculous to worry. I’ve got to learn simply to relax and 
take things as they oome. I’m tough and I’m not going to get weak- 
kneed now. 

The next day he expected Caesar to call and was tense whenever 
his telephone rang, as well as whenever he got on an elevator, but 
he neither saw nor heard from Caesar. The day after that nothing 
happened, and the day after that. Probably he never will call me, 
Tom thought — ^probably this is the way it’s going to end. It’s quite 
possible, in fact, it’s probable that t)ie poor guy was just trying to 
be polite. As more days went by with no word from Caesar, Tom’s 
conviction that this was so deepened. He’s probably embarrassed to 
call me, he thought. After all, the gulf between an elevator operator 
and an assistant to the president of a large corporation is greater 
than that between a corporal and a captain in the Army. He was 
trying to be polite, Tom told himself over and over, and I’ll probably 
never hear from him again. If we meet in the elevator, we’ll just nod 
at each^other, and that will be that. 

During the next Week, Tom did four more drafts of the speech, 
each of which Ogden vilified and Hopkins praised highly before 
asking for a rewrite. Tom got to the point where he mumbled 
phrases from the speech in his sleep, “It’s a great pleasure , . .” he 
groaned at three o’clock one morning. 

“What?” Betsy asked, startled. 

“A real pleasure to be here with this distinguished company this 
evening. . . .” 

“Wake up!” Betsy said. “Wake up! You’re talking in your sleep!” 

The fear that he was proving an utter failure in his new job grew. 
He would have quit in discouragement if it hadn’t been for Hop- 
kins’ praise, which grew in warmth as the number of discarded 
efforts multiplied, and which somehow never failed to sound utterly 
sincere. Maybe he just goes on like that till he definitely makes up 
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his mind to fire you and then lets you have it between the eyes, Tom ' 
thought. But why should a guy like that lie? Maybe he does think 
Fm doing a good joB. Maybe he expects a speech to be written a 
thousand times. 

Tom didn’t know. Every time Hopkins built him up, Ogden 
tore him down. “It’s getting ahorse,'' Ogden said when he read the 
third draft. “Give it a fresh approach! Put some oomph into it!” 

There was only one comforting thought. The speech would have to 
be coi^pleted before many weeks went by, if Hopkins were going to 
give it at all — it wouldn’t really be possible to go on rewriting it for- 
ever. 

A week later, when Tom was in the middle of his sixth draft of the 
speech, and apparently no closer to an acceptable final draft than 
ever, his mind was distracted by a simple event: Betsy sold the 
house in Westport and agreed to get out of it within two days. Tom 
had been falsely reassured by the fact that not many people had in- 
spected the house, and he had figured it probably would take some 
time for Betsy to put lier plans into action. “But why did you agree to 
get out in two days?'' he asked in dismay when she told him she had 
accepted an offer of sixteen thousand dollars. 

“He wanted to move his family in — ^he’s just come from Chicago,” 
Betsy said. “It was such a good price he offered, and I was afraid he’d 
get away.” 

“How can we do it?” Tom asked. “We’ve got to pack china, and 
clothes, and everything! And I’m going to be working day and night 
on this speech!” 

“Don’t worry about the packing,” Betsy said. “I’ll have everything 
ready. The movers will come Saturday morning, and Saturday after- 
noon we’ll all pile in the car and drive to South Bay.” ' 

The next evening when Tbm got home from New York, every 
room in the house was cluttered with cardboard boxes and barrels. 

“Daddy!” Janey said delightedly. “Momma said not to minfl about 
keeping things neat!” 

Tom looked around the disordered house, and suddenly it was 
unutterably dear to him. The crack like a question mark in the living- 
room wall, the shabby furniture, the worn linoleum on the kitchen 
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floor — all seemed part of something precious that was slipping fast, 
something already gone which never could be retrieved. He went to 
the kitchen cupboard where the liquor was usually kept, but it was 
gone, and the empty cupboard was neatly lined with clean white pa- 
per. 

“The liquor's in the big red wastepaper basket," Betsy said cheer- 
fully. 

Quietly Tom poured himself a drink. 

“That Mr. Howard called again today,” Betsy said. “I told him we 
were moving into Grandmother’s house. He seemed quite disap- 
pointed — and no wonder. I found something out about him.” 

“What?” Tom asked sombrely. 

“He’s a professional real-estate man — that’s a lot of malarky he 
gave us about wanting to buy the place for his own use. He’s the 
real-estate man for that restaurant company. Mrs. Reid, the agent who 
sold this place for us, recognized his name and told me.” 

“He wouldn’t want to put a restaurant way up on that hill,” Tom 
said. “They build that kind of restaurant near highways.” 

“Mrs. Reid says he probably didn’t want it for a restaurant — ^he 
speculates on real estate for himself on the side. He probably wanted 
to do just what we’re going to do with it. I think that’s a good sign.” 

A godd sign, Tom thought — ^that’s what I need. The old premoni- 
tion of disaster was sneaking up on him. I’ve had it a million times 
before, he thought — it doesn’t mean a thing. I’m doing all right on 
my job. Hopkins likes me. We’re really being smart to sell this place 
and move to Grandmother’s house. We’re going to make a damn 
good thing of it! 

He couldn’t convince himself. Even if I do get fired, it won’t mat- 
ter, he thought. We’ve got a little cash now. I’ll get into some kind of 
business for myself. I’ll vork full time on selling Grandmother’s 
house. 

Suddenly he had a picture of himself hanging around his grand- 
mother’f house, precisely as his father had, with nothing to do. He 
glanced down and found he was gripping his right thigh so hard that 
his knuckles were whitf. He hadn’t done that for some time. Why 
the hell should I get scared in peacetime? he thought. Deliberately he 
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stood up. It doesn’t really matter, he thought. Here goes nothing. It 
will be interesting to see what happens. 

“Betsy!” he said, “k there any packing I can help you with?” 

“Not a thing! Say, guess what I found today while I was cleaning 
out the attic!” 

“What?” 

“Your old mandolin — I packed it in one of the boxes. You ought 
to get it fixed up. It would be fun.” 

“I will sometime,” he said. 

“D^ddy,” Janey said, “tell us a story about Bubbley.” 

“All right,” Tom said. “Once upon a time there was a little dog 
named Bubbley. He swallowed a cake of soap, and . . 

“Don’t tell it so fast!” Barbara said. 

. . every time he barked, he blew bubbles,” Tom said, spacing 
the words rvciily. “One day a man from a circus saw him. . , .” 

He told the story well and repeated it twice upon request. 



“Will Grandmother be there when we get there?” Janey asked. 

It was late Saturday afternoon. They were droning along the 
Merritt Parkway from Westport to South Bay, with the car packed 
tightly with suitcases and paper cartons of clothes. Tom had just 
signed the deed transferring the little house on Grccntrcc Avenue 
to its new owner, who had seemed overjoyed to get it. 

“Grandmother is dead,” Betsy said gently. She had already ex- 
plained this to the children several times. 

“Do dead people ever come back?” Barbara asked. 

“No,” Tom said. 

“Do they lil{e being dead?’* Janey inquired. 

“I don’t know,” Tom said. 
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“Grandmother is in heaven,” Betsy said. “I’m sure she’s happy 
there.” 

The engine of the old Ford was knocking, and the indicator on 
the dashboard showed it was heating up. Tom slowed down to 
twenty-five miles an hour and stayed at the extreme right edge of 
the highway. He had always had a horror of breaking down on the 
Merritt Parkway wjth the children along, and of not being able to 
get the old car off the roadway. Now other cars regularly blared 
their horns as they flashed by. 

“We’ll have to get a new car pretty soon,” Betsy said. Tom didn’t 
answer. 

“Where is Grandmother now?” Janey asked. “What did they do 
with her when she got dead?” 

“Her soul went to heaven,” Betsy said. “Her body has been bur- 
ied in the cemetery.” 

“Does she ever try to get out of the cemetery?” 

“No,” Tom said. 

“She’s not really in the cemetery,” Betsy said. “Her spirit is in 
heaven.” 

“How long is it going to be before we get there?” Barbara asked. 

“Get where?” Tom said. 

“Grandmother’s house.” 

“About half an hour.” 

“Can I have a drink of water?” Janey inquired. 

The engine seemed to be knocking louder. Don’t break down 
now, Tom thought. Not now. Somehow it would have seemed a 
very bad omen to have the car break down while they were moving 
to Grandmother’s house. 

When they got off the parkway, they stopped at a restaurant and 
had supper. By the time they reached the winding road leading up 
the hill to the big house, it was almost dark. The heat indicator on 
the dashboard of the old car touched the red line marked “danger.” 
Tom showed to ten miles an hour, shifted into second gear, and 
crawled around the sharp turns by the massive outcroppings of 
rock. The engine kept going. Finally he saw the stone posts, with 
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the tall iron urns on them, turned into the driveway, and shifted 
into low gear as he passed the grove of oak trees, the carriage house, 
and the rock garden. Ahead of him the old mansion loomed, sil- 
houetted against the sky. Tom parked the car near the house and 
cut off the tired engine. Old Edward opened the front door of the 
house and stood framed in it. “Good evening, Mr. Rath,” he said. 

Ever since he could remember, Tom had taken old Edward for 
granted — ^he had to think hard to remember his last name, which 
was Schultz. Now Tom looked at him closely, as though he had 
ne>^r seen him before. Edward was a tall man about sixty-five years 
old, thin and bent at the shoulders. Deep lines ran from the 
edges of his nose to the corners of hts mouth, and his brow was 
furrowed. What kind of life has he led.^ Tom wondered. What has 
he done all these years when the supper dishes were washed.^ He 
remembered his grandmother telling him that Edward kept canaries 
in his room. Somehow it didn’t seem possible. 

Now Edward stood holding the front door open with one 
hand, his face stern and unwelcoming. The children, tired of being 
pent up in the car, dashed ahead of their parents into the big 
house, but, surprised by the dim and somehow eerie light of the 
front hall, skidded to a stop, rumpling a scatter rug. Tom and 
Betsy came in, carrying boxes and suitcases. Edward made no mo- 
tion to help them. When they got inside, he let the front door close 
softly behind them. “I would like to talk to you, Mr. Rath,” he 
said. 

There was no deference in his manner — ^that’s why he seemed 
like an entirely different man. There was also no friendliness. His 
voice was cold, almost supercilious, perhaps a little mocking, Tom 
thought, wondering if it were simply his imagination. 

“As soon as we get these things put away,” Tom said. Edward 
stood watching him and %tsy as they carried their bags upstairs. 
The children, oddly subdued, followed their parents. 

“What room shall we put our things in?” Betsy asked, jpreathing 
hard. 

“Grandmother’s, I guess,” Tom said. “We’ll want the children 
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on the same floor with us, so I guess we won’t use the third floor. If 
the girls want to stay together we can put them in the large guest 
room, and Pete can have the room I used to have.” 

The door to his grandmother’s room was not latched. Without 
putting his suitcases down, he pushed it with his toe. It swung 
open, revealing the big four-poster bed, which looked strangely 
wide and empty. FroAi the walls of the room old paintings of “The 
Senator” and “The Major” as children stared from ornate gilt 
frames. Barbara and janey, abruptly recovering their spirits, leaped 
on to the big bed and started bouncing up and down. 

“Get off there!” Tom said sharply. 

The children looked startled. “Why?” Janey asked. 

“We don’t want you to mess up the bed,” Betsy replied kindly. 
She piled the boxes she had been carrying on a chair. 

“I think I’ll go down and talk to old Edward right away,” Tom 
said. 

“What arc you going to tell him?” 

“I don’t know — that we won’t know what we can do for him for 
some time, I guess.” 

Edward was waiting for him at the bottom of the stairs. “Let’s 
go into the living room and sit down,” Tom said. 

The ol<3f man followed him silently. Tom sat in an armchair, and 
Edward sank negligently into the rocking chair old Mrs. Rath had 
always used. Somehow he looked shockingly incongruous there, as 
he crossed one knee over the other and leaned back. 

“You wanted to talk to me?” Tom asked. He thought it would 
be better to let Edward start. 

"When arc they going to read the will?” 

“Read the will ? 1 don’t know that they arc going to. Mrs. Rath’s 
lawyer has it. Why do you ask?” 

“Do you know what she left me?” 

“Mrs. Rath spoke to me about you shortly before she died,” Tom 
said. “Sht asked me to do what I could for you, and I intend to 
try. You weren’t mentioned in the will specifically.” 

“I wasn’t mentionedV- Edward said. He leaned forward in his 
chair. 
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“I intended to talk to you about it/' Tom said. “As you may 
know, Mrs. Rath did not leave a great deal. It will be some time 
before I know precisely what I can do for you, but I assure you I’ll 
do all I can.” 

“I don’t believe it!” Edward replied. “She said she’d remember me 
in her will!” 

“Perhaps Mrs. Rath was a little confused . . .” Tom began. 

“I don’t believe it! I’ll go to law! I’ve got proof!” 

“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Tom said. “I don’t want 
yc!& to worry. I don’t have much to give, but as long as we have 
this house, you’ll at least have a place to stay, and in time I hope to 
work something out for you.” 

“I don’t need your charity!” the old man said. “I’ve saved my 
money — I’ve probably got a lot more than you have! I only want 
my just due!” 

“I won’t be able to tell you how much I can give you until the 
estate is settled,” Tom said. 

“Never mind that! I want to see the will! I don’t believe she 
didn’t mention me. She promised she’d leave me the house.” 

“The house?^ 

“That’s right — I’ve got proof!” 

“You must be mistaken,” Tom said. “She spoke to me often 
about leaving me the house. Are you sure you aren’t imagining all 
this?” 

“Of course I’m sure! Why do you think I’ve stayed here all these 
years? Why do you think I took her orders, and cooked her food, 
and did her laundry, and cleaned up her dirt? Do you think I loved 
the old woman?” 

Tom stood up. He didn’t mean to, but he suddenly rose out of 
his chair and stood towering over Edward. There was an instant of 
complete silence. When Tom spoke his voice was soft. “Don’t talk 
like that about Mrs. Rath again,” he said. 

Edward stared up at him and said nothing. His face was white, 
perhaps with anger, perhaps with fear. Tom hadn’t meant to lunge 
out of his chair so fast. Slowly Tom sat down. “Now listen,” he 
continued quietly. “I frankly don't believe Mrs. Rath ever prom- 
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ised you anything. She didn’t make promises like that, and if she 
had, she would have told me. But I’m willing to admit that you 
had a right to expect something, and that perhaps she said things 
which encouraged you. It’s quite possible that as she grew older 
she grew confused and thought she had more than she did. Now 
get one thing straight: she didn’t have much to leave anyone. By 
the time the estate is settled, and the mortgage on this house is 
paid, there probably won’t be much more than the house and land. 
1 intend to sell them if I can, and I intend to see you’re as well 
cared for as possible, but I’m not going to promise you anything 
now. You worked here of your own free will for a salary, and you’ll 
take what I can give you. Until I can gpt things organized and sell 
the land, you can keep your room and have your meals here if you 
want, and if you mind your tongue. You will not be required to 
do any work.” 

*i’ll get a lawyer!” Edward said. “I’ll sue! I’ve got proof she 
meant the house for me!” 

“The will leaves it to me,” Tom said. “The only question now is 
whether you’re going to be reasonable and take what you can get, 
or whether you’re going to keep on like this and get thrown out of 
here tonight.” 

“I’ll leave, but you’ll* hear from m.e!” 

I mustn’t get angry, Tom thought. He’s an old man. He had 
a right to expect something. Maybe she did make him promises, or 
at least, maybe he thought she did. I mustn’t get angry. “Calm 
down,” he said. “It’s not going to do either of us any good to get 
excited.” 

“You’re cheating me!” the old man said. “Either you are or she 
did! She was crazy! She was filthy! She never took a bath. She 
was ...” ' 

“Stop!” Tom said. His voice was like the report of a gun. The 
old man drew in his breath sharply. 

“Now get out of here,” Tom said. “Go down and pack your bags 
and call a taxi, and get out of here. If you’re not gone in an hour 
I’ll throw you out.” 
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“I’ll get a lawyer,” Edward said. “You think I can’t afford one. I 
can get the best. The house is mine, and I’ve got proof." 

“Get all the lawyers you want, but right now, get out of that 
chair,” Tom said. “And stay in the servant quarters until the taxi 
comes.” 

Edward got up. Tom waited until he had left the room before 
going upstairs. 

“What happened.?” Betsy said. “You look upset.” 

Tom lay down on the big double bed and stared up at the 
crocheted canopy stretching like a net overhead. “I got angry,” 
he said. 

“At Edward.?” 

“Yes — I threw him out. He’s leaving in an hour.” 

He told her about it ther\, and as he talked, her indignation 
grew. “Of course you got mad!” she said, “I would have hit him.” 

Tom didn’t move He felt limp and utterly exhausted. “I get 
angry too easily,” he said. “Tonight I had a real impulse to kill 
Edward. Often 1 feel as though I'd like to kill Ogden, at the office. 
It’s strange that I am permitted to kill only strangers and friends.” 

“What?” 

“Nothing. I’m awfully tired.” 

“That was such a funny thing you said about killing ’strangers 
and friends.” 

“I meant the war,” he said. 

“Did you ever kill anyone.?” 

“Of course.” 

“I mean, did you personally ever kill anyone? You’ve never 
talked to me about it at all.” 

“Right now I’m too tired, I want to go to sleep.” 

He stirred restlessly and shut his eyes. In the dim light from the 
window, Betsy lay looking ht his big hands lying quietly folded on 
top of the covers. “I cannot imagine your killing anyone,” she said. 

There was no answer. Betsy lay looking at him for sev<;ral min- 
utes before trying to go to sleep. How strange, she thought, to know 
so little about one’s husband I wish he would talk to me about the 
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war, but I should know better than try to make him. After all, a 
good wife isn’t supposed to ask her husband questions he obviously 
doesn’t want to answer. 



It took both Tom and Betsy a long while to get to sleep that night. 
They lay in the dark, separate and silent. Neither of them com- 
mented when they heard a taxi drive up to the house and the front 
door slam. For some reason, each felt a necessity to feign sleep. 
Downstairs the old grandfather’s clock which had marked the pas- 
sage of Tom’s boyhood continued to mourn the loss of each hour. 

Only a few minutes after Tom had finally got to sleep, he was 
awakened by a piercing scream from the next room. He leaped out 
of bed and, followed by Betsy, ran to the room where the two girls 
were sleeping, and snapped on the light. Janey was sitting bolt up- 
right in her bed, crying. Tears were running down her face. Betsy, 
ran to her and picked her up. “What’s the matter, baby?” she said. 
“Did you have a nightmare?” 

Janey said nothing. She hugged her mother tightly with both 
arms, and gradually her cries subsided into sobs. In the bed on the 
other side of the room, Barbara slept peacefully, oblivious to any 
disturbance. Betsy took Janey into the room she and Tom were 
using and put her down on the big bed. Tom put the lights out, 
and he and Betsy lay there in the dark, with the child between 
them. Janey’s sobs stopped. She gave a long, shuddering sigh and, 
still clinging tightly to her mother, went to sleep. 

I wonder what she dreamed, Tom thought. What does a child 
have nightmares about? Did she dream that wild beasts were chas- 
ing her, or about drowning, or falling through space ? What does a 
child fear most? 
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“Betsy, arc you still awake?” he whispered. The steady, mingled 
breathing of mother and child was the only answer. 

When Tom awoke in the morning, he felt drugged, as though he 
had been drinking heavily. No one else was in the big bed. Glanc- 
ing at the familiar face of his wrist watch, he saw it was almost nine- 
thirty. He jumped to his feet. “Betsy!” he called. “I’ve missed my 
train!” 

SJl^e was nowhere in the room. In his pyjamas, Tom ran down- 
stairs, through the living room and the dining room to the big 
old-fashioned kitchen, where Betsy was washing dishes. “I’ll be late 
to work!” he said. “IVe got to get another draft of the speech 
done!” 

She looked op and smiled. “It’s Sunday,” she said. 

“Oh,” he replied ruefully, “I forgot.” He stood in the middle 
of the big kitchen, a little confused. Bright sunlight streamed 
through the window. “Where are the kids?” he asked. 

“Outside. That old rock garden is a wonderful place for them to 
play.” 

“I think I’ll go upstairs and catch another nap,” he said. 

“Don’t you dare! I’ve been up since seven o’clock unpacking, 
and now we’re going to church! And before that we’re going to 
make a list of all the things we have to do.” 

“There isn’t enough paper,” he said. “Not in the whole world,” 

He went upstairs. The first thing he saw was his old mandolin in 
its battered black leather case, lying on top of his bureau where 
Betsy had put it after unpacking it. He stood looking at it a mo- 
ment, then drew the instrument from its case. It was covered with 
dust, and the strings were rusty and slack. Slowly he tightened one 
of the strings, strumming it gently with his thumb. It snapped 
suddenly. Tom shrugged, put the mandolin back in its case, and 
glanced around the room. In one corner was a built-in bookcase 
with a wide empty shelf at its top. He reached up and put the 
mandolin there. Then he walked quickly to the bathroom. There 
was dust in the bottom of the bathtub. Impatiently he washed it 
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out and let the tub fill while he shaved, bending almost double to 
see himself in the mirror. 

“Hurry up!” Betsy called. 

When he got downstairs, he found a plate of bacon and eggs 
waiting for him at one end of the big, marble-topped kitchen table. 
At the other end Betsy was seated, determinedly writing on a pad. 
“We’ve got to get more stuff out of the car and unpack the rest of 
the boxes the truck brought,” she said, “and we’ve got to get the 
girls enrolled in school.” 

“I’ve got to call Sims and tell him about Edward,” Tom said. 
“He should know, in case he makes any trouble.” 

“I’ve got to clear out Grandmother’s closets,” Betsy said. “Her 
clothes are still there. And if you y^ant the television set in the 
living room, you better see about getting it hooked up.” 

“The main thing for me to do,” he said, “is to get the informa- 
tion we’ll need to make some sort of decision on your housing 
project. I’ve got to get a copy of the zoning regulations, and we’ll 
probably have to find out the procedure for getting an exception 
to them. We ought to have at least three contractors look the place 
over and give us bids on rebuilding the carriage house and putting 
in roads'. God, Betsy, there’s so much! I can’t go to church today i 
I’m going to stay here' and write letters.” 

“You’re going to church!” she said. “We’re going to church every 
Sunday. From now on.” 

“You go,” he said. 

“Why won’t you.?” 

“I’m sorry,” he said, feeling embarrassed. “You take the kids 
and go to church, and I’ll stay here and write letters.” 

Betsy put her pencil diwn, picked up the plate from which he 
had just eaten his eggs, and put it ih the sink. With her back 
turned to him she said, “Tommy, I’m asking you a favour. Go to 
church }vith me and the kids.” 

“All right,” he said. 

“Even if you’re bored,” she said, “try it. Maybe someday it 
would help you to stop worrying all the time.” 

- 142 - 



“I don’t worry all the time!” 

“All right. But try it. I don’t know about you, but I’ve been 
miserable for a long time. I used to think it was that damn little 
house, and it was partly, but it was more. We can’t just go on 
being scared all the time. Tommy. Sometime it will have to stop.” 

“If you want me to go to church, I’ll go,” he said. “I didn’t know 
you were miserable all the time.” 

“You know what I meani” 

“Sure.” 

“Xhere seems to be something hanging over us, something that 
makes it hard to be happy.” 

“I know,” he said. 

“It isn’t your fault. It’s just something we both have to wrestle 
with,” 

“I’m all right,” he said. 

“I’m all right too. I just feel I’d like to go to church.” 

“Okay,” he said. “Before we go. I’ll call Sims.” 

“There isn’t time.” 

Reluctantly Tom went upstairs and put on a blue suit. When he 
returned to the kitchen, Betsy was combing the children’s hair. The 
two girls wore fluffy white dresses and Pete was in grey flannel 
shorts and a brown jacket. “Why do we have to wear party clothes 
to go to church.?” Barbara asked. 

“We just do,” Betsy said. “Get in the car.” 

After leaving the children at the Sunday school in the annex of 
the Episcopal church, Tom followed Betsy into the church itself. 
They sat in a back pew, and Betsy knelt gracefully to pray. Her 
face was drawn and serious. Tom glanced away from her, feeling 
somehow that he was invading her privacy. An unseen organ 
started to hum melodiously, and an acolyte appeared before the 
altar and lit fourteen candles with a long, silver'handled taper. All 
around Tom the pews were filled with elderly ladies, many of whom 
knelt. Tom glanced at Betsy and saw she was still on her knees, 
her eyes closed, her face rapt. How beautiful she is, he thou^t. He 
knelt uncomfortably beside her and shut his eyes. 
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An hour later, when Tom got home, he went right to the tele- 
phone and called Sims. When Sims heard about Edward, he swore, 
the oaths sounding strangely cultivated and precise as he spoke 
them. 

“Do you think he can make any trouble for us?” Tom asked. 

“It depends on what he calls 'proof — if he has anything in 
writing he might m^ke things difficult. If he tried to contest the 
will, it could drag on for months.” 

“If it were a long delay, it could break me,” Tom said. “Fve got 
to turn this place over fast — the longer we hold it, the less money 
anybody’s going to have. Perhaps I could settle with him out of 
court.” 

“Maybe that’s what he’s counting on,” Sims said. “I wouldn’t 
consider it. I know damn well youc grandmother meant you to 
have everything— wc talked about it countless times. I’d hang on 
and see what kind of case he’s got. Let him find out how hard it is 
to go to law before you talk to him.” 

“Is there anything we can do while we’re waiting?” 

“Not much,” Sims said. “Actually, I won’t be able to help you 
much from now on. The whole thing will be up to the Probate 
Judge — I’ve already sent him a copy of the will. He’ll be the one 
who will have to rule on any claims Edward puts in.” 

“Who is he?” 

“Bernstein — Saul Bernstein. He has an office on Main Street, I 
think — I hear he’s lived in South Bay all his life. It might pay you 
to drop in and see him.” 

“Do you have any idea what kind of guy he is?” 

“None,” Sims said. “Never met him.” 

Tom thanked Sims and hung up. He decided to write Bernstein 
for an appointment. It wa. curious to think that so much depended 
on a man he had never met. 
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It was nine o’clock Tuesday morning. Judge Saul Bernstein, a 
small stout man with a large mole on his left cheek, climbed the 
stairs to the third floor of the Whitelock building, the second big- 
gest office building in the town of South Bay. Puffing a little, he 
walked into the bare, linoleum-floored room which was his office 
and smiled at his secretary, a thin girl bent intently over her type- 
writer. “Good morning, Sally,” he said. “How are you feeling to- 
day?” 

Her hands stopped fluttering over the keys, and she looked up at 
him gratefully. “Fine, Judgc,”'*she said. “My cold’s almost gone.” 

He sat down behind his scarred pine desk in the corner of the 
room and looked at the morning mail, which his secretary, had 
opened for him. The top letter asked for an appointment the fol- 
lowing Saturday or any evening, if that would not be too incon- 
venient. “Fd like to talk to you about settling the estate of the late 
Mrs. Florence Rath,” the letter said. “I have also been told that you 
might be able to advise me on the possibility of subdividing her 
land into one-acre lots eventually. . . .” The letter referred to the 
will Sims had sent to Bernstein and concluded with advance grati- 
tude for any help Bernstein could offer. It was signed, “Thomas 
R. Rath.” 

Bernstein had just finished reading the letter when the tele- 
phone on his desk rang. His secretary answered it, using an exten- 
sion on her own desk, and said, “It’s for you, Judge. He* won’t give 
his name.” 

“Hello?” Bernstein said.. 

For a moment there was no answer but the humming in the 
receiver. 

“Hello?” Bernstein repeated. 

“I want to talk to the judge!” a heavy voice replied. 

“This is Judge Bernstein. Who is this calling?” 

“Arc you the judge that handles wills?” the voice asked. 
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“Yes, I’m the judge of the Probate Court,” Bernstein said briskly. 
“Give me your name, please.” 

“My name is Schultz, Edward Schultz,” the voice said, “and 
I have a claim to make. . . .” 

Bernstein listened to Schultz for a long time. When he had hung 
up, he picked up Tom’s letter and reread it. His stomach was be- 
ginning to hurt, as it always did when he saw he was going to have 
to arbitrate a fight. 

Thomas Rath, he thought — the grandson of the old lady. Saul 
Bernstein remembered old Florence Rath well. He had first seen 
her more than thirty years ago, when his own father and mother 
had moved from a tenement in Brooklyn to open a delicatessen in 
South Bay. It had been a small delicatessen, not at all the kind of 
establishment that Florence Rath had patronized, except on holi- 
days when it was the only store open. Florence Rath had often 
telephoned the store on Sundays to ask casually for a small jar of 
cheese or a can of anchovies to be delivered to her house, which had 
been more than six miles away from the store. More than once 
Saul Bernstein had bicycled up the long steep hill and around the 
two sharp curves by the outcroppings of rock to deliver a bottle of 
olives, os some other item which brought a profit of about a nickel,, 
and often the servants who received the delivery had never both'- 
ered to see that he was tipped. 

Saul Bernstein remembered many things about Florence Rath. 
Onye she had come into his family’s store. That had been in 1931, 
when the depression had been at its worst, and his father had 
been almost at the point of giving up the store and going back to 
New York to look for a job. The heat in the store had been turned 
off for reasons of econom'', and Saul Bernstein’s parents had stood 
behind the little counter all day wearing heavy coats, mufflers, and 
gloves and slapping their hands against their shoulders to keep 
warm. The store had been damp and had smelled of mildew, and 
a few jars had broken when their contents froze. Saul Bernstein 
hadn’t been in the store much himself in rhose days, for his family 
had insisted that he and his two brothers spend as much time as 
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possible in the high school, where it was warm, but on this particu- 
lar Sunday when Florence Rath came in, his mother had been lying 
in her little room upstairs ill, with her husband taking care of her, 
and Saul had been in charge of the store. Florence Rath had been 
dressed in a long fur Coat, and while she waited for him to bring her 
a box of mixed nuts, she had complained. “Why don’t you keep 
this place warm?” she had said. “Are you trying to freeze your 
customers to death 

“No, ma’am,” he had replied and had felt obliged to add, “The 
furifece broke — we’re having it fixed.” 

Saul Bernstein had a long memory. He remembered when he 
had been a young lawyer, only a year out of school, and a hard- 
ware merchant had come to him and asked him to collect a bill 
from Mrs. Rath for some expensive garden tools which the mer- 
chant said «he had ordered and never paid for. That had been in 
the days when Bernsicin had been spending most of his time sitting 
patiently in a tiny office, hopefully listening for the footsteps of 
possible clients in the hall and trying to forget the advice of his 
best friends, who told him that he ought to go into New York to 
practise law, because there was no place for a Jewish attorney in a 
small, hidebound Connecticut town notorious for its prejudice 
against Jews. The hardware merchant with his claim against Mrs. 
Rath had been Bernstein’s first client, for the simple reason that all 
the other lawyers in the town had refused to handle his case. Bern- 
stein had been glad to get it, and he had burned with righteous 
indignation at the thought of the rich old woman at the top of the 
hill ordering tools from the poor merchant and refusing to pay for 
them. He had almost gone charging to the top of the hill to berate 
her, but an innate caution had stopped him, and instead, he had 
made inquiries around the town and discovered that Mrs. Rath was 
famous for paying her bills the day she received them. He had 
found from the hardware merchant that a gardener of Mrs. Rath’s 
had bought the tools, and further investigation had shown rhat 
the gardener had been discharged by Mrs. Rath two days before the 
purchase of tools had been -made. And so Bernstein had turned 
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the case over to the police, who eventually had extracted payment 
from the gardener, and he had felt that on his first case he -had 
learned a lesson: to investigate thoroughly. 

All this had happened long ago. Since then Saul Bernstein had 
prospered in the town of South Bay, despite the predictions of his 
best friends. He had grown reasonably rich, and respected, and 
might have been happy except for one thing: he detested justice 
almost as much as he detested violence or cruelty of any other kind. 

He had found this out in 1940, when he had been made judge of 
the Municipal Court. One of the first men to appear before him 
had been a truck driver who had got drunk and driven his truck 
into a tree. The man had been about forty years old, with a red 
face and dismayed blue eyes, and he had pleaded for mercy. He 
had explained that his job depended upon his driving licence, 
which would be taken away from him if he were convicted of 
drunken driving, and standing there in court, full of hurt dignity, 
he had said his wife was pregnant, and that he didn’t want to lose 
his job. 

“But this is your second offence,” Bernstein had said. “According 
to the record, you were convicted of driving while under the influ- 
ence of liquor only two years ago.” 

“That’s why I can’t be convicted now!” the man had replied 
desperately. “I’ll never get my licence back again!” 

And he had asked for mercy, but Bernstein had been in the 
business of giving justice, and with his stomach aching, he had 
given justice, and the man had turned away with a look of utter 
despair on his red, forlorn face. 

It is not" an easy thing for a judge to find he detests justice, and 
Bernstein had not admitted his discovery to himself for a long 
while. He had not faced it until 1948,^ when he had had a choice 
between becoming Probate Judge in South Bay, or going on to a 
higher court. There had been some temptation to leave South Bay, 
for in spite of his new eminence, his wife had not been asked to 
join any of the women’s clubs in town, but he had chosen differ- 
ently for two reasons: the idea of having to judge cases involving 
long prison sentences, or even the death penalty, appalled him, and 
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he had evolved the theory that justice is bearable to the judge only 
when it is based on complete knowledge of the disputants as well 
as the law. He had .a horror of sentencing men he knew almost 
nothing about. In South Bay, where he knew almost everyone and 
had plenty of time to devote to each case, Bernstein was able to 
withhold his decisions until he had assembled complete informa- 
tion. Rarely was he put in the position of having to decide what was 
justice for strangers. 

So Bernstein had chosen to stay in South Bay and become the 
judge of the Probate Court, which was primarily concerned with 
the orderly disposal of papers rather than people. And somewhat 
to his own astonishment, he had become enormously powerful in the 
town, for people had found that hating justice as he did, he dis- 
pensed it extremely well, and they called him in on disputes of all 
kinds, even those which had nothing to do with the Probate Court, 
and when, after delaying as long as he could, Bernstein delivered 
his opinion, it had a weight in the town more than that of any other 
man. He and his v ife were rarely asked to cocktail parties or din- 
ners, but he was almost always appointed moderator at town meet- 
ings, or on any occasion, formal or informal, where impartiality 
was needed, and few people knew how his stomach hurt when he 
raised his pudgy hand and said, “Yes, yes, I understand, but let us 
now examine the other point of view. . . 

Now as Judge Bernstein reread the letter he had received from 
Tom Rath and recalled the conversation he had just had over the 
telephone with Edward Schultz, the gnawing in his stomach grew 
worse and worse. Disputed wills were always painful, almost as 
painful as divorce cases. They brought out the worst in everyone, 
Bernstein knew from experience. On the surface thi» case was sim- 
ple: a rich young heir was ipparently trying to cut out a faithful 
old servant. Usually things turn out to be exactly as they appear 
on the surface, Bernstein had found, but not always. He wondered 
what young Thomas Rath was like — probably one of those com- 
muters who did their shopping in Bermuda shorts, sporting a ciga- 
rette in a long holder, he decidcd--old Mrs. Rath would be apt to 
have a grandson like that. And this man Edward Schultz, who had 
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sounded rather lunatic over the telephone, what sort of man was 
he? Which of the two men would be pleased by justice? 

But more than a dispute over a will had been dropped on his 
desk that morning, Bernstein reflected. If Rath got the land, he 
apparently intended to try to subdivide it into one^acre lots. The 
Rath estate was in a "Triple A Zone,” where no estate of less than 
ten acres was supposed to exist. That meant that if Rath got the land, 
there would be a zoning light. Bernstein had lived in South Bay so 
long that he could predict the intensity of any dispute, if not its out- 
come, and he thought, “Not a zoning light now — ^all we need is a 
zoning light nowl” 

Sometimes it was almost a disadvantage to have lived in a town 
so long, because Bernstein knew all .the people in the local govern- 
ment so well that he could foretell how they would answer almost 
any question, and without moving from his chair could conduct a 
fairly accurate public-opinion poll, a process which was often dis- 
turbing. Now he imagined what the various leaders in South 
Bay would say if Thomas Rath asked the Zoning Board to let 
him divide his land. Old John Bradbury, chairman of the Zoaiag 
Board, would explode at the very thought. He would immediately 
tie the whole question up with the controversy over whether to 
build a new public scliool. "Twenty acres with one house will brihg 
in one family which will use a private school," old Bradbury would 
say exasperatedly. "Twenty acres with twenty houses will bring in 
twenty families, all of whom will expect the town to educate their 
children!” 

And old Mr. Parkington, whose estate was near the south side 
of the Rath property, would have a double reason for apoplectic 
objections. As a membe of the Zoning Board he had been one of 
the people who had instituted the ten-dcre area in the first place, “to 
preserve the rural beauties of South Bay,” and for more than fif- 
teen years he had conducted a personal crusade against any effort 
to change the zoning ordinances. His reaction to having land so 
near his own convert^ into a housing project would be pictur- 
esque, Bernstein reflected grimly, and hoped he wouldn’t have to 
see it. 
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The worst part of such a fight would be, Bernstein thought, that 
the arguments in favour of allowing Kath to subdivide his land would 
be as apoplectic as the arguments against it. Bob Murphy, who 
since 1931 had been a member of the Zoning Board, would use the 
case as an excuse to continue his unending battle against what he 
termed “the privileged few ” And old Mrs. Allison, the fourth mem- 
ber of the board, would undoubtedly agree with everyone on both 
sides of the controversy, but would end by voting for young Rath, 
because she would be almost sure to judge him the underdog. 

If there had been a fifth member of the Zoning Board, Bernstein 
could have foretold how the case would go with little possibility of 
error, but there was no fifth member. The post was vacant and 
seemed likely to remain vacant for a long time. It had been vacant 
ever since Harold Mathews, a * tight-lipped Yankee who had de- 
cided each case on its merit, had died a month ago, for every time 
anyone had been suggested to take Mathews* place, a grea| fuss 
had been made by those who believed the new member would 
weight the board against them. Sooner or later a new member 
would have to be named, but meanwhile even Bernstein couldn’t 
predict how zoning cases would be decided. All he knew was that 
there would be a bitter fight, the very thought of which made his 
stomach ache worse than ever. How violent Schultz had sounded 
over the telephone! want justice/ he had said. I wonder how 
many murders have been committed, and how many wars have 
been fought with that as a slogan, Bernstein thought. When they 
say they want justice, they always want someone else to get the 
sharp end of it. Justice is a thing that is better to give than to 
receive, but I am sick of giving it, he thought. I think it should be a 
prerogative of the gods. 
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That Tuesday morning Tom perfected the latest draft of the 
speech he was writing for Ralph Hopkins. The whole text, which 
was now about thirty pages long (“We can cut it later,” Hopkins 
said), had come to seem a sort of penance from which he would never 
escape, an endless tract, a meaningless lifcwork. 

At noon Tom took the speech up to Bill Ogden. He thought he 
knew precisely what would happen next. Ogden would read it and 
say it was terrible. Tom would then rewrite it again and be asked 
to dinner in Hopkins* apartment. Hopkins would say it was won- 
derful and tell him to do it over again, and this whole process would 
doubtlessly be repeated over and over again until September 15, 
when Hopkins would presumably walk out on the speaker’s platform 
in some big hotel in Atlantic City and tell everybody how delighted 
he was to be there. 

But it didn’t happen that way at all. Tuesday when Tom took 
the speech up to Ogden, Ogden laid it negligently among some other 
papers on his desk without even glancing at the first page. 

“Thanks, Tom,’* he said casually. “We’re going to take you off 
this now and give Gordon Walker a crack at it/’ 

Tom waited, thinking there would be some other assignment for 
him, but apparently there was none. Ogden picked up his tele- 
phone and placed a call to someone in San Francisco. Tom got 
up uncertainly, thinking Ogden would tell him to wait, but Ogden 
just sat there, holding the telephone receiver negligently to his ear, 
saying nothing. I shouldn’t dislike the guy so much, Tom thought. 
After all, he’s awfully good at his job. He went back to his own 
office and sat down. Why had they taken him off the speech ? Did 
that mean he had failed at it.^ Or was it normal procedure to pass 
the speech around among several of Hopkins’ assistants.? Tom 
didn’t know. 

There was nothing for him to do. Only a few minutes ago he 
had dreaded the prospect of coming back to his office and starting 
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to rewrite the speech, but now he would have welcomed it. There 
was nothing for him to do. How long would Hopkins pay him to 
sit in a neat little office, with a secretary outside, with nothing to 
do? Maybe that was the way Hopkins got rid of people. In this 
strange, polite world high in the sky above Rockefeller Centre, 
maybe nobody ever really got fired. Maybe all Hopkins did was to 
give a man nothing to do, absolutely nothing to do, until he started 
to go out of his mind sitting uselessly in his office all day, and 
resigned. Maybe that was the polite, smooth way to get rid of a man 
nobody wanted. 

It wouldn’t work, Tom thought. If they tried that on me, I’d 
buy magazines and just sit here having a good time, making nine 
thousand dollars a year. It wouldn’t be so bad to get nine thousand 
dollars a year for doing absolutely nothing. I’d find something to 
keep me bus>. Dy God, I’d work on selling Grandmother’s land. 

But that state of alfairs wouldn’t last long — of course Hopkins 
would fire a man if he insisted on staying, after he had been given 
nothing to do for a few weeks. Giving a man nothing to do would 
just be a warning; it would be offering him an opportunity to get 
out gracefully. 

Maybe that isn’t it at all, Tom thought. Maybe they’re just clever 
enough to know that a man goes stale on a speech after he’s worked 
it over a few times. This is probably routine, and because this 
mental-health thing is a new project, they just don’t have anything 
else for me at the moment. That’s all it is — ^just routine. He got up 
and started pacing up and down his office, feeling much as he had 
during the war when he heard of another jump coming up. He 
glanced at his watch and nervously wound it. • 

I wonder if old Edward really has any proof, he thought; I won- 
der if Grandmother did write a later will and give it to him, but 
that’s impossible; she wouldn’t have done that without telling me. 
I wonder if we really will be able to sell off the land in small lots. 
This man Bernstein will be able to tell me — I wonder what he’s ^i.e. 

I shouldn’t be thinking of private business, he thought. I should 
be showing initiative on this mental-health project. I shouldn’t 
expect Ogden to keep giving me assignments; I should dream up 
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assignments of my own. I bet Ogden never has to be told what to 
do. ril think of what has to be done, and I’ll do it. How the hell do 
you start a national committee on mental health? You get a list 
of big shots for members — Hopkins undoubtedly has that in his 
mind already. You get the thing financed — and I bet Hopkins 
already has some understanding with the foundations about that. 
He could pay for the thing himself as another tax deduction, but 
he’ll need the prestige of the foundations, and he wouldn’t have 
gone this far if he didn’t have it all lined up. He’ll need the co- 
operation of the medics, and that’s why he’s working so hard on this 
speech. What else will he need? A little knowledge of what the 
problems in the field really arc — that’s the only thing nobody seems 
to be bothering about. If we’re going to figure out a programmei, we 
ought to have a list of what the experts think the basic problems 
arc. I ought to interview the top medics. I ought to see what the 
public library has on the subject. I ought to become well informed. 

I can’t start interviewing people without Ogden’s permission, 
he thought — that might be tipping Hopkins’ hand too soon. But I 
can start getting books to read, and 1 can ask Ogden for permission 
to interview people— that at least will let him know I’m on the job. 

Tom pressed a button on his desk, and when his secretary came 
in, he dictated a memorandum to Ogden requesting permission to 
visit the state mental hospitals and several leading psychiatrists to 
gather information about mental-health problems. He added that 
he was planning to get together a bibliography on the subject — he 
thought that sounded quite impressive. He had just told his sec- 
retary he -was going out to lunch, and that he would spend the 
aftcrnoofi at the public library, when the telephone rang. He 
picked up the receiver. 

“Hello,” a familiar deep voice said. “Is this Mr. Rath?” 

“Hello, Caesar,” Tom replied with sinking heart, and he thought, 
Here it comes. So Caesar wasn’t just embarrassed at seeing me— he 
was biding his time. I wonder if he’s been in touch with Maria. 

“I’m off duty now, and I thought maybe we might have lunch 
together,” Caesar said. 
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“Sure!” Tom replied with forced cheer. “Where will I meet 
you?” 

“In the lobby by the information booth,” Caesar said. “What 
time would be best for you?” 

“Right away,” Tom replied. “Fll be right down.” 

Caesar, still dressed in his plum-coloured elevator operator’s uni- 
form, was leaning against the wall by the information booth, smok- 
ing a cigarette. He grinned diffidently when he saw Tom coming 
toward him. 

“This is a swell idea!” Tom said heartily, ashamed that in addi- 
tion to all the other strains involved in their relationship, he should 
find it awkward to have lunch with a man in an elevator operator’s 
uniform. “I know a swell little place on Forty-ninth Street, up 
toward Sixth Avenue.” 

“Fine,” Caesar replied, and fell in beside him. They walked 
rapidly across Rockefeller Plaza. Actually, Tom had no restaurant 
clearly in mind — he simply wanted to find a place whefe they 
wouldn’t be seen, '^he impulse to keep his connection with Caesar 
completely private was overpowering. They walked in silence for 
several minutes. When they finally came to a dingy little Mexican 
restaurant and bar on Sixth Avenue which looked like an establish- 
ment none of his acquaintances ever would frequent, Tom said, 
“This is the place. I like Mexican food, don’t you?” 

“Sure,” Caesar replied. 

They went in and sat down at a dimly lighted table. A waiter in 
a stained apron came to take their orders. Over the bar a radio was 
playing a song in which a girl kept saying over and over again, “I 
love you.” 

“The drinks are on me,” Tom said. “Order anything you want.” 

“I’d like Scotch,” Caesar replied. “Some Black and White.” 

“Make it two double Black and White’s,” Tom said to the waiter. 

“Funny, the way we just happened to run into each other,” 
Caesar said. 

“I’m falling for you,” the woman on the radio sang. “Falling, fall- 
ing, falling, head over heels in love.” 
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“It is funny,” Tom said. “I sure was surprised to see you.” 

The waiter put their drinks before them, and Tom lifted 'his to 
his lips eagerly. 

“Well, this is better than that old jungle jiiicc we used to drink 
I New Guinea,” Caesar said. 

“It sure is!” Tom replied. The phrase “jungle juice” sounded 
antique to him — he didn’t really remember drinking any at all. 

“You’ve sure done all right for yourself,” Caesar said. “Assistant 
to Ralph Hopkins!” 

“The breaks,” Tom said. “It isn’t as much of a job as you might 
think.” 

“Mind you. I’m not complaining,” Caesar said. “Things have 
gone pretty good for us.” 

“You married?” 

“Sure. Are you?” 

“Yes,” Tom said. “I was married before the war.” 

The girl on the radio finished her song. “And now the news,” 
an announcer said. The bartender turned the radio off. 

“Did you go back to Rome after the war?” Tom asked. 

“Sure — as soon as I got out of the hospital. Gina and I got mar- 
ried in forty-seven. We got three kids now.” 

Tom said nothing. He finished his drink and motioned to the 
bartefider to bring two more. 

“Three kids,” Caesar lepeated. “Things were pretty tough for 
us for a while, but I’ve got a twenty per cent disability because of 
my back, and Gina is working now. We’re making out all right. She 
runs an elevator over in the Empire State building. Sometimes she 
takes a ifight shift and sometimes I do — we got it woiked out so 
one of us is always home with the kids.” 

“Sounds like a pretty good arrangement,” Tom said. 

“We got a nice apartment,” Caesar replied. “It’s a hell of a lot 
better than we’d have had if we’d stayed in Rome, the way Gina’s 
folks wanted us to.” 

“I guess things arc pretty tough back there,” Tom said. 

“I’ll say! We hear from Gina’s old lady every once in a while. 
Those people don’t have it easy.” 
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Tom took a long sip of his drink. “Caesar,” he said, “did you 
ever hear anything about Maria?” 

Caesar looked down at the table. “I did,” he said. “That’s what 
I wanted to talk to you about.” 

“How is she?” 

“I haven’t heard anything lately — ^not for more than a year. You 
knew she married that guy who had the bakeshop, Louis Lapa?” 

“No!” Tom said. “When?” 

Caesar seemed embarrassed. “She married him about two 
months after we left,” he said. 

“I’m glad to hear it,” Tom said. “I certainly am glad to hear it. 
Louis was a nice guy.” 

Caesar glanced up. “You knew she had a son?” he said. “She had 
a son a little while later.” 

“No,” Ton said. “I didn’t know that.” 

“She’s got a boy,” Caesar said, “and things weren’t going well 
for them. You know Louis had a bad leg, and it’s given him a lot 
of trouble.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Tom said. 

“He was in the hospital for a long while trying to get that leg 
fixed and they lost the store,” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Tom repeated. 

“Gina’s folks helped them out for a while,” Caesar said. “I don’t 
know how you feel about these things, Mr. Rath, but when I saw 
you, and found you were doing so well and all, I got to thinking 
about Maria and her boy, and I wondered whether you could do 
anything for them.” 

Tom said nothing. 

“Of course, I haven’t heard from them lately,” Caesar continued, 
“but if you wanted, I could find out about them — Gina’s mother 
could tell me easy. Maria is u cousin of Gina’s.” 

Still Tom said nothing. 

“What I mean is,” Caesar continued earnestly, “things are so much 
easier for us here than they are for them, Gina and I manage to send 
a little back every month. And I thought the way things worked out 
for you and Maria . . .” 
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‘Tve got a wife here!” Tom said. “A wife and three kidsi” 

‘Tm not trying to make any trouble for you,” Caesar said hastily. 
“I just thought that if you had a little money you didn’t know what 
to do with . . 

“But . . Tom began. 

“I’m just trying to say it would be a blessing,” Caesar interrupted. 
“Anything you could do would be a blessing.” 

“But I don’t even know whether Maria would want me to do any- 
thing!” Tom said. “Maybe Louis wouldn’t like it.” 

“I’m not even sure Louis is still alive,” Caesar said. “The last I 
heard, he was pretty sick. And even if he is alive, it’s hard for 
a sick man to get work in Rome.” 

“You don’t really know, though, do you? For all you know, they 
might be doing fine.” 

“I haven’t heard for over a year,” Caesar said, “but I could find 
out.” 

“You don’t understand,” Tom said. “I’m practically broke. And I 
never could send Maria much of anything without my wife finding 
out about it, and how could I ever expect her to understand a thing 
like that?” 

“I’m not trying to make trouble for you,” Caesar said. “I just 
thought I’d talk to you about it. You ought to know that things ar6 
pretty tough back there,” 

“I can’t promise anything,” Tom said. “I’d like to hear how they’re 
doing, but I can’t promise anything.” 

“I’ll write a letter,” Caesar said. “It may take a little time to 
hear. . . .’’ 

“All ri^t!” Tom said. He was breathing hard. “Let’s not talk 
about it any more now. Let’s have something to eat.” 

“Okay,” Caesar said. 

Tom beckoned to the waiter, and they ordered hot Mexican chile 
con came which burned their tongues. Hank Mahoney’s name was 
in Tom’s mind constantly, but Caesar never mentioned it. Maria was 
obviously his only concern. 

An hour later Tom ijeturned to his office, feeling exhausted. “Mr. 
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Ogden called while you were gone,” his secretary said. "He asked 
you not to do anything more now.” 

"What?” Tom asked. 

“He said he’d just gotten your memo, and he wanted you to know 
right away that he doesn’t want you to talk about the mental-health 
committee with anybody. Not now, he said.” 

“All right,” Tom replied. “Thank you.” He sat down at his desk 
and stared out the window. After a few moments he got up and 
went to the library. In spite of everything, it was necessary to suc- 
ceeif at his job, he thought — maybe it would be more necessary than 
ever now. 



“How DID IT GO TODAY?” Bctsy askcd when she met him at the sta- 
tion that night. 

“Fine,” Tom said, just as he always did. There’s no point in car- 
rying your troubles home with you, somebody had said. You’re sup- 
posed to leave them in the office. 

“There’s a man named Bugala coming to sec you,” she said. “He’s 
a contractor. He spent all morning looking at the carriage house.” 

“Bugala?” Tom asked. “He’s not one of the contractors I wrote 
to.” 

“I don’t know about that,” she replied, “but he wants to see you. 
And he looks to me like a msin who can get things done.” 

When they got back to the house, Antonio Bugala was waiting, 
sitting in a battered Chevrolet pickup truck. He was stocky, dark- 
haired, and had once been told by a girl that he looked like pictures 
of Napoleon as a young man. This was a compliment he had never 
forgotten— he much preferred it to the dubious distinction conferred 
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upon him by his nickname, which was '"Buggy." "Buggy Bugala" 
had been brought up in South Bay and for the past five years had 
been astonishing everyone by becoming almost as successful as he 
had always predicted. Already, at the age of twenty-^ight, Bugala 
was a contractor with thirty-four men, including his father, on his 
pay roll. ^ 

Now Bugala jumped out of his pickup truck and walked cockily 
over to Tom. “Fm Tony Bugala,” he said. “I hear you got some 
building and road work to be done.” 

“How did you hear about it?” Tom asked. 

Bugala glanced at him sharply. There’s no use in giving this guy 
a lesson in business, he thought. In point of fact, Bugala had culti- 
vated the affections of a secretary in the office of the leading contrac- 
tor in South Bay, and she obligingljr told him about all jobs on which 
her boss was asked to bid, but obviously this was a trade secret 
which could not be divulged. 

“Friend told me,” Bugala said honestly. “Said you wanted that old 
barn made into a house.” 

“I just want some estimates,” Tom said. “I won’t be in a position 
to do anything about it for some time.” 

“I looked at it this morning,” Bugala said. “You can’t do much 
with it — it’s just a shell. You could build a house from the gropnd 
up f6r what it would cost you to make anything out of that place.” 

“Are you sure?” Betsy asked. 

Bugala thought, You figure I go around discouraging business for 
the fun of it? Aloud he said, “There’s no basement— just a dirt floor. 
That stone is only a facade, and the wood under it is rotten.” 

Wellj^here goes what we thought would be a sure initial profit, 
Tom thought. He said, “If we divided this land into one-acre lots, 
how much would it cost to run in abroad that would give access to 
all of them ?” 

“You figuring on doing that?” 

"I’m just looking into it.” 

“You got permission from the Zoning Board?” 

“I haven’t even asked. I don’t have title to the place yet." 

“Your land go to that row of pines over there?” 
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‘That's right. The stone fence marks the other boundaries ” 

“Let me take a look at it,” Bugala said. He wanted time to think, 
for he had immediately perceived there might be more to do here 
than run in a road or convert a barn into a house. The light was 
fading, and the row of pines was dark against the sky. Bugala 
plunged into the grass, which was growing knee high, and walked 
rapidly toward the pines, darting quick glances in all directions. He 
took in everything — the astonishing view of the Sound, the gradual 
slope of the land which would provide a view from every lot, and 
the outcroppings of rock, which probably would mean expensive 
blasting, but no drainage problems. Putting in a road would be easy, 
he figured— the driveway to the old house could probably be contin- 
ued right along the west boundary of the property. With a view like 
that, why sell acre lots? There ^❖as no place else in South Bay, almost 
nowhere e!oC within commuting distance of New York, where a 
man could buy such a view of the Sound. Bugala’s imagination, 
which was always at a slow simmer, suddenly began to boil over. 
Why not put up a whole housing project on quarter-acre lots? All 
right, you’d have to jump over the Zoning Board somehow, but if it 
could be done — the prospect was fantastic! 

Bugala’s mind dm not plod, it soared, and he abruptly arrived at a 
picture of the way the land could be developed, complete with all 
financial details and photographs in national magazines showing 
what Antonio Bugala, Mr. Antonio Bugala, Esquire, had done. 
You’d start by running in a crooked road along the west boundary — 
a straight road would be cheaper, but ever) body in Connecticut was 
crazy and liked crooked roads better. Tn all, Bugala judged with a 
practised eye, there must be more than twenty acres of iand. You 
wouldn’t put in straight rows of houses, you’d stagger them, about 
eighty houses on quarter-acre^ lots, each with a view of the Sound — 
you’d set them in just like seats in a theatre, the back row the high- 
est, and the front row the lowest, only you’d be careful to avoid 
straight lines. You’d put planting around each house and perhaps 
push up some earth between houses, so in time you couldn’t sec one 
house from another, at least in the summer — maybe it would pay to 
transplant some fairly big bushes. The houses would be modern, 
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very low to preserve the view, with big windows overlooking the 
Sound, and no cellars, to save having to blast through that ledge. It 
might pay to go arty and get a fancy architect .to figure out enough 
variations on a few simple modern designs to prevent the place from 
looking like a low-cost housing development. The houses wouldn’t 
have to be much — wljat you’d be selling would be the view. With just 
an adequate house, you might get twenty-five thousand dollars for a 
quarter acre of that view. If you brought in your materials and heavy 
machinery to build all eighty houses at the same time, you might be 
able to put up something pretty good for a base cost of no more than 
fifteen thousand dollars per unit, for labour and materials. 

Tony Bugala began to sweat. That meant there was a potential 
profit of ten thousand dollars on each quarter acre of land, he fig- 
ured — a possible take of $800,000 before taxes, if it were handled 
right, and if you could raise the initial money for labour and mate- 
rials. He wondered how much money Tom Rath had, and whether 
Tom had any clear idea of the potentials of the place. Quickh/ a lot 
of facts came together in his mind. Tom drove an old car; the land 
was obviously run down; people were saying old Mrs. Rath had 
died broke. Obviously Tom Rath didn’t have much. Bugala won- 
dered whether Tom would sell him the land cheap — maybe the thing 
to do was to tell hin> a road couldn’t be put in, the whole venture 
was impractical, but he’d take the place off his hands for twenty or 
thirty thousand dollars. No, that wouldn’t work — in the long run it 
never paid to try that stuff, not if you planned on getting big. If you 
wanted to become really tops in the business, you had to forget that 
small-time cleverness and play it straight. Anyway, Rath had already 
asked otfier contractors for estimates on roads, and one of them 
yvould be sure to tell him he had a potential gold mine in the view. 

The thing to do, Bugala decided, v/?s just to talk the whole idea 
over With Rath, maybe try to form some kind of partnership, even a 
stock company to raise the money to put up the houses all at once. 
After all, there was no reason to try to cut Rath out— there would be 
plenty of profit to go around, a long way around, and it was more 
important to get part of it than to fail in a try to get it all. Tony 
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Bugala, a man of quick enthusiasms and fast decisions, immediately 
made up his mind to drive some sort of bargain with Tom. For five 
years he had been looking for something big, something into which 
he could throw all his energies, one great calculated risk that would 
take him out of the small stuff and put him into the big time, where 
no one had thought “Buggy” Bugala could go. This was it, he fig- 
ured — there would have to be lots of talking and fussing around and 
figuring and paper signing, but if the Zoning Board didn’t block 
them, this was it. 

Bugala had jumped so far ahead in his thoughts that when he 
reached the row of pines and looked up to find himself standing in 
a bare field, with the light almost gone, he was surprised. He turned 
and started walking rapidly back toward Tom. If I can’t get Rath’s 
co-operation, the whole deal’s cJff, he thought — that’s the first step. 
His mind, however, refused to wait for the first step — it kept bound- 
ing ahead. The financing wouldn’t be hard. Rath could probably 
raise fifty thousand dollars on the land alone, once it was re-zoned, 
Bugala figured. As each house went up, more could be borrowed on 
it. On his own heavy construction equipment, Bugala figured, he 
could raise twenty thousand, and maybe he could get more on a per- 
sonal note — the banks were already beginning to keep a friendly eye 
on Antonio Bugala. It wouldn’t be difficult to find a partner to 
throw in another twenty thousand, maybe, and with a hundred 
thousand in the kitty, construction could begin. Put a down payment 
on the materials for all eighty houses, but concentrate on completing 
the first four. Sell those at twenty-five thousand apiece, and you’ve 
got your initial investment back! 

While he was thinking all this, Tony Bugala was walking rapidly, 
almost running w'ith enthusiasm, back to the house, wjicrc Tom and 
Betsy were standing with the, three children. Tom watched Bugala’s 
hurried movements with astonishment. It was growing chilly, and 
an evening breeze was starting to ruffle the distant waters of the 
Sound, which lay grey and nebulous in the last glow of twilight. Bu- 
gala came striding up to Tom, perspiring with excitement. 

*‘Mr. Rath,” he said bluntly; “I’ve got a proposition to make.” 
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They sat in the kitchen of the old house talking until midnight. 
“Buggy” Bugala slammed the table with his small thick hand' and, 
talking a mile a minute, described the houses be wanted to build so 
minutely that Tom could almost look out the window and see them. 
Betsy leaned forward, her face flushed and her lips parted, drinking 
it all in. “Eight hundred thousand dollars!” she said. 

“Wait a minute,” Tom said. “This is all fine, but before we go any 
farther, there are a few hard facts we got to take into account. In the 
first place, the estate isn’t settled yet, and the will may be contested — 
it may be months before we have a clear title on this land. In the sec- 
ond place, the whole plan depends on our getting permission from 
the Zoning Board. I’ll know more about that Saturday when I sec 
Judge Bernstein, but meanwhile I wouldn’t count on anything too 
much — it’s never easy to put quarter-acre lots among a lot of big es- 
tates. In the third place, even if everything else goes all right, we’re 
going to have to look for somebody to put up more cash. Even if I 
can raise fifty thousand on the land, and even if you can throw in 
twenty or thirty thousand, we’ve still got twenty or thirty thousand 
to go — and that’s assuming that a hundred thousand is enough to 
start a project like this. And in the fourth place, Mr. Bugala, I don’t 
mean to be discourteous, but 1 just met you for the first time tonight, 
and I don’t want to commit myself on going into a venture like this 
with you. Have you ever done anything like this before?” 

Bugala flushed. “I built six houses last year,” he said. “I can do it. 
I built fifteen bouses since the war. And you know what^ During 
the war I put an air strip across Kiwan in eight days! Eight days! 
You ever seen Kiwan?” 

“YeahJ’’ Tom said. “I’ve seen it. Did you put that air strip in?” 

“You’re damn right! In eight days! And with the Japs bombing us 
every night!” 

“You didn’t have to pay your men for overtime on Kiwan,” 
Tom said practically. “This is a different deal.” 

“All right,” Bugala said. “I’ll tell you something else I’ve done. You 
know that big place a guy named Hopkins just put up down where 
the old yacht club used to be.? I built almost half of that. Now let 
me level with you — I wasn’t the contractor, but plenty of it was sub- 
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contracted to me. I did most of the outside construction work^ and 
damn near all the landscaping. You want to see what I can do, go 
down and look at the place. Til give you a list of all the people Tve 
done work for! Ask the bank about me. Ask anybody around here 
about me— I got a good name!” 

“I don’t doubt it,” Tom said. “I just don’t want to have to commit 
myself tonight.” 

“You wouldn’t take my ideas and go to a big outfit with them, 
would you?” 

“I don’t plan to, but I don’t want to commit myself,” Tom said. 
“There are a lot of wrinkles to be ironed out of your ideas yet. Do 
you really think we can make a profit of ten thousand dollars on 
each house and quarter-acre lot?” 

“Maybe — and what if we only ‘make half that? Would that be so 
bad?” 

“No, but how are you going to pay interest on a hundred thou- 
sand dollars while we’re building? And there’ll be taxes. It might be 
a year before we had anything to sell. We’d be operating on an aw- 
fully slim margin.” 

“Hell, we can bonow a hundred and ten thousand and use ten of 
it to pay the interest and taxes — that would last us almost two 
years!” 

“I don’t know,” Tom said. “You make it sound awfully easy. 
What if you run into unexpected delays? What if you can’t get your 
materials on time, or a storm washes us out when everything’s half 
done, and what if a depression sets in, and we can’t sell our houses 
when we finish them? This might be an easy way to make a pile, but 
it’s also an easy way to go bankrupt!” 

“Tom always looks at the dark side of everything!” Betsy said im- 
patiently. “Tommy, sometimes^ I think you just look for reasons why 
nothing can ever get done. 

“You got to gamble,” Bugala said. “Hell, everything’s a gamble! 
It’s the guys who take the chances who make the dough! If I hadn’t 
been willing to gamble, I’d still be on a pick and shovel gang!” 

“I’m willing to gamble,” Tom said. “I Just want to make sure 
we’ve got the odds on our side.” 
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Bugala laughed and stood up. "‘We’ll make it work!” he said con- 
fidently. “Get in touch with me after you’ve talked to Judge Bern- 
stein about the zoning.” 

The next morning on the way to the train, Tom asked Betsy to cir- 
cle around by the waterfront, where the old yacht club had been, so 
he could look at the house Hopkins had built. Involuntarily, Betsy 
stepped on the brakes when they saw it. Hopkins’ house was low, 
long and enormous. The old yacht club wharf had been removed, 
and in its place was a carefully buttressed sea wall and an elaborate 
artificial harbour, in which a tall white yawl was anchored. One wing 
of the house reached out over the edge of the harbo'ur. At least twelve 
acres of green lawn separated the house from the road. Betsy whis- 
tled. “You mean you work for /A^/'guy?” she said. 



That same morning Ralph Hopkins awoke in his Park Avenue 
apartment at precisely seven o’clock. He had been working on his 
speech about mental health until after midnight, and as soon as he 
opened his eyes, his thoughts were full of it again. The latest draft 
‘Written by Ogden wasn’t right, and Hopkins was beginning to won- 
der whether he was ever going to be able to devise a speech on 
mental health he wanted to give. Maybe the whole idea of starting a 
'mtotal-hcalth committee was a mistake, Glancing at his wrist watch, 
he saw it was quarter after seven. No time to worry about the speech 
now, he thought — there was a busy day ahead. He jumped lightly out 
of bed, stepped briskly across his small, simply furnished bedroom, 
and slid open a door leading to a large tiled shower room. Stripping 
off his white silk pajantas, he stepped into a booth and pulled a cur- 
tain. He turned an elaborate chromium dial on the wall in front of 
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him, and hot water shot against him at a high velocity from a dozen 
nozzles placed in the booth above and on all sides of him. Gradually 
Hopkins turned the dial until the water was lukewarm — the doctor 
had forbidden him to’ take cold showers. He stood there in the luke- 
warm water for thirty seconds before turning the shower off and 
stepped out of the booth. From a special slot in the wall he drew 
an enormous, warm turkish towel. Wrapping himself in this, he 
walked to the other side of the room and stepped on a set of scales 
which had been built into the floor. He weighed a hundred and 
thirty-eight pounds, including the towel. That was three pounds too 
much, he figured, and made a mental note to cut down on his eating. 
It was stupid to get fat, he thought^ — half his friends were eating 
themselves into their graves. 

After he had brushed his teeth and shaved, Hopkins went into his 
dressing room, where his valet had laid out his clothes. The valet 
was not there — Hopkins liked to have his clothes laid out for him, 
but hated to have people fussing about him. He dressed himself. 

At quarter to eight Hopkins walked downstairs to the living room 
of his apartment, just as his personal secretary. Miss MacDonald, the 
elderly grey-haired woman Tom had observed in Hopkins’ outer 
office, was arriving. She always began her w'orkmg day at a quarter 
to eight in Hopkins’ apartment and went to the office with him. 

“Good morning. Miss MacDonald,” he said cheerily. “What have 
you got on the docket for me today?” 

“Mr. Albert Pierce is coming in to have breakfast with you,” she 
said. “Mr. Pierce owns three television stations in Texas and two in 
Oklahoma. He has some programming suggestions he wants to dis- 
cuss with you — remember his lett^^rs?” 

“Yes,” Hopkins said. 

The breakfast business ap[jointmcnt was routine; it had been rou- 
tine for ten years. So many people wanted to see Hopkins that it was 
necessary to fit them in wherever possible. First there were all the 
people who wanted to see him on company business— production 
people, research men, the top entertainers who had to be flattered, 
advertising executives with big contracts, the owners of affiliated sta- 
tions, promotion men, publicity experts, sponsors, writers who were 
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great artists and had never written for television, but now were go- 
ing to. There were also bankers, real-estate men, investment experts, 
and lawyers who, under Hopkins* guidance, administered the hold- 
ings of the United Broadcasting Corporation. And in addition to all 
these people who wanted to see Hopkins, there were executives of 
the many corporations of which he was a director, and the men and 
women connected witii the good works of which he was a trustee. 
Hopkins was a trustee of two universities, five hospitals, three public 
libraries, one fund for orphaned children, two foundations for the 
advancement of the arts and sciences, a home for the blind, a haven 
for crippled children, and a snug harbomr for retired seamen. In ad- 
dition to that, he was a member of committees and commissions 
studying, variously, conditions in South India, Public Health in the 
United States, Racial Segregation, Higher Standards for Advertis- 
ing, the Parking Problem in New York City, Farm Subsidies, Safety 
on the Highways, Freedom of the Press, Atomic Energy, the House 
Rules of the City Club, and a Code of Decency for Comic Books. 

“After Mr. Pierce, Dr. Andrews is coming up — it’s time for your 
quarterly check-up,” Miss MacDonald said. 

Hopkins frowned slightly. It was only common sense to have a 
quarterly check-up, but he detested it. “All right, what next?” he 
asked. 

“Because of Dr. Andrews, I haven’t scheduled you for anything at 
the office before ten o’clock this morning. At that time Mr. Hebbard 
wants a conference with you — ^he’s got some new cost estimates and 
time schedules. At eleven there’s a board meeting, lasting through 
lunch. . , 

She was Interrupted by the doorbell. Hopkins opened the door. Al- 
bert Pierce, a large potbellied man wearing a wide cream-coloured 
sombrero, walked in. 

“Hello!” Hopkins said, shaking his hand heartily. “So good of you 
to come so early. I had hoped to have lunch with you, but my board 
is meeting today, and you know how it is! I certainly appreciate this 
chance to see you!” 

The big man beamed. “Right nice of you to put yourself out for 
mel” he said. 
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Miss MacDonald slipped out a side door, and Hopkins led Pierce 
to the dining room. A waitress served Pierce a bowl of fresh fruit, 
waffles, and sausage patties. Hopkins had only a bowl of dry cereal 
with skim milk and a cup of black coffee. “I wish I had your appe- 
tite!” he said to his guest. “It’s this city air that takes it away from a 
man!” 

Throughout the meal Pierc^ expounded his views on television 
programmes, which consisted mostly of the thought that more old-fash^ 
iongd shows, such as square dances, rodeos, and hymn sings, would 
be welcomed by rural audiences. Hopkins agreed with him heartily, 
At a quarter to nine, the doorbell rang again, and Hopkins jumped 
up to answer it. That was one of the advantages in not having a serv- 
ant open the door — it gave Hopkins an opportunity to conclude in- 
terviews without being impolite. Dr. Andrews, an urbane man with 
prematurely wliite hair, walked in, carrying a small black bag. 
'"Than!^ you for coming up,” Hopkins said. “I’ll be with you in a 
few rpoments. Mr. Pierce, this is Dr. Andrews — don't go, Mr. Pierce 
— I had hoped to hat with you longer. Well, if you have tor go, I 
understand. I certainly do appreciate your advice on the programmes, 
and you can be sure it will have effect!” 

When Pierce had left, Hopkins and the doctor sat down in the liv- 
ing room. “How have you been feeling.?” the doctor asked. 

“Fine — better than ever!” 

“Trouble getting to sleep?” 

“Not a bit!” 

The doctor opened his bag and took out a stethoscope. Hopkins 
took off his coat and opened his shirt. The doctor listened to his 
heart intently for several second:.. “It sounds pretty good^” he said 
finally. “Had any more dizziness lately?” 

“Not a trace of it!” 

“Difficulty breathing?” 

“No.” 

The doctor put his stethoscope back in his bag and took out his 
equipment for measuring blood pressure. Hopkins rolled up his 
sleeve and looked out the window at the green lawn on the roof 
while the doctor strapped the device to his arm. There was an inter- 
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val of silence. “It’s up a little,” the doctor said finally. “Not badly — 
nothing to worry about.” 

“That’s good,” Hopkins said, relieved. 

“It’s a warning, though,” the doctor continued. “I guess there’s no 
use in my repeating it: you ought to slow down.” 

“I’ve been getting plenty of rest,” Hopkins said. 

“I’ll say it to satisfy my own conscience,” the doctor continued. 
“You ought to take a long vacation — a couple of months, just lying in 
the sun. You ought to get yourself a hobby, something to help you 
relax.” 

Hopkins looked at him intently, but said nothing. 

“You ought to cut way down on your schedule,” the doctor went 
on. “Start getting into your office about ten-thirty or eleven and leav- 
ing about three or four in the afterftoon — there’s no reason why a 
man in your position can’t do that. In the long run, you’d be ensur- 
ing yourself more working hours. And cut out all these outside ac- 
tivities of yours — take it easy for a few years. You’ve got to slow 
down!” 

“Are you advising me to retire. Doctor?” Hopkins asked dryly. 

“No — I’d be satisfied if you just followed a normal, human rou- 
tine!” 

“I will,” Hopkins said courteously. “I certainly appreciate your ad- 
vice, Doctor, and I’ll take it. Thanks so much for coming up so early 
this morning!” 

When the doctor had gone. Miss MacDonald called for Hopkins’ 
car, a black Cadillac five years old, driven by an ageing Negro chauf- 
feur. They- started driving toward the United Broadcasting building. 
Before they had gone three blocks the car got caught in a bad traffic 
jam and could barely crawl. Hopkins put his head back on the soft 
grey upholstery and closed his eyes. “You’ve got to slow down!” 
the doctor had said. It seemed to Hopkins that people had been tell- 
ing him that all his life. 

It had started when he was a boy in public school. He had been 
editor of the school paper, and though he had been too small to excel 
at athletics, he had been manager of the football and basketball 
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teams. He had stood at the top of his class scholastically, and when- 
ever there had been a dance or a school play, he had always been 
chairman of the arrangements committee. “YouVe got to slow 
down!” the teachers had told him. “Take it easy, boy— you’ll 
wear yourself out!” 

At Princeton, where he had gone on a scholarship, it had been 
more of the same. He had headed the debating team, managed the 
football team, and engaged in a dozen other activities in addition to 
ma^taining an almost straight A average in his studies. “You’ve got 
to slow down!” his faculty adviser had told him. “Take it easy!” 

But he had not slowed down. Summers he had worked at all 
kinds of jobs, always astonishing his employers with his energy. 
After college had come a brief stint in the Army, a period during 
which his friends had kidded him about wanting to be a general. 
Upon being released from service in 1919, he had worked for a few 
years at a brokerage house before going to the United Broadcasting 
Corpejration, which had just been started. A year later he had met 
Helen Perry, who liad at the time been a fashionable beauty in New 
York. He had pursued her with all the zeal he always devoted to 
anything he wanted, and on June 3, 1921, he had married her. Up to 
that time, Hopkins had never had a failure in his life. 

“You’ve got to slow down!” Helen had started saying, even before 
they were married, but unlike the teachers and faculty advisers, she 
had not let it go at that. As she discovered that it was Hopkins’ habit 
to spend most of his evenings and week-ends at his office, she had be- 
come first annoyed, then indignant, and, finally, hurt and bewil- 
dered. 

“Life isn’t worth living like this,” she had said. “I nevc^ sec you! 
You’ve got to slow down!” 

He had tried. Especially when their first child, Robert, had come, 
during the second year of their marriage, he had tried. He had 
come home every evening at six o’clock and conscientiously played 
with the baby and sat talking with his wife, and he had been gen- 
uinely appalled to find that the baby made him nervous, and that 
while he was talking to his wife, it was almost impossible for him to 
sit quietly. He had felt impelled to get up and pace up and down the 
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room, jingling his change in his pockets and glancing at the clock. 
For the first time in his life he had started to drink heavily dilring 
those long evenings at home. Gradually he had started staying late 
at the office again — ^by that time he had already had a fairly impor- 
tant job at the United Broadcasting Corporation. Helen had remon- 
strated with him. There had been recriminations, high-pitched ar- 
guments, and threats of divorce. 

All right, it’s a problem, he had said to himself after a particularly 
bitter scene — ^it’s a problem that must be met head on, like all other 
problems. To Helen he had said, in a quiet voice, “I don’t want to 
have any more scenes — they wear us both out. I’m prepared to ad- 
mit that whatever is wrong is entirely my fault. I am preoccupied 
with my work — I’ve been that way all my life, and it is nothing for 
which you should blame yourself.” ‘ 

She had gone pale. “Do you want a divorce?” she had asked. 

“No,” he had said. “Do you?” 

“No.” 

They had never talked about divorce again, but she had begun to 
refer to his preoccupation with work as a disease. “You’ve got to do 
something about it,” she had said, and had suggested a psychiatrist. 

For two years Hopkins had submitted to psychoanalysis. Five 
times a week he had lain on a couch in the psychoanalyst’s apart- 
ment on Sixty-ninth Street and recalled his childhood. His father 
had been a cheerful, rather ineffectual man who, each afternoon 
upon returning from his job as assistant manager of a small paper 
mill in an upstate New York village, had spent most of his time 
rocking on the front porch of their shabby but comfortable house. 
His mother had been disappointed by the modesty of her husband’s 
achievements and aspirations and had been bitterly condescending to 
him. Leaving her family to fend for itself most of the time, she had 
thrown all her energy into working for the local garden club and a 
bewildering variety of social and civic organizations. As she gained 
positions of leadership in these groups, her resentment at her serenely 
undistinguished husband had grown. Finally she had established 
herself in a separate foom on the third floor of their house and, 
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throughout most of Ralph’s boyhood, had conducted herself like a 
great lady temporarily forced to live with poor relatives. 

Hopkins was not an introspective man, but in recounting all this 
to the psychoanalyst, he had said, “1 always felt sorry for my father 
because my mother treated him so badly. She never gave me much 
time, either, except when I did something she thought was outstand- 
ing. Whenever I got a particularly good report card, or won any- 
thing, she’d take me up to her room to have tea alone with her. 
‘>^e’re two of a kind,’ she used to say. ‘Wc get things done.’ I suppose 
I got the impression from her that achievement means everything.” 

Hopkins had felt quite proud of his efforts at self-diagnosis and 
had been surprised when the psychoanalyst had disgarded his sugges- 
tions in favour of much more bizarre “explanations of neurosis.” He 
had said that Hopkins probably had a deep guilt complex, and that 
his constant work was simply an effort to punish and perhaps kill 
himself. The guilt complex was probably based on a fear of homo- 
sexuality, he had said. To Hopkins, who had never consciously wor- 
ried about homos'^ XU. dity, or guilt, this had seemed like so much rub- 
bish, but he had tried to believe it, for the psychoanalyst had said it 
was necessary for him to believe to be cured, and Hopkins had 
wanted to be cured, in order to make his wife happy. 

The trouble had been that every time he left the psychoanalyst’s 
office the temptation to return to his own office and bury himself in 
work had been irresistible. At the end of two years he had become 
the youngest vice-president of United Broadcasting and had told his 
wife he simply wouldn’t have time for psychoanalysis any longer. 

It had been shortly after this that he had rented an apartment 
to use for business meetings in New York and had drifted into the 
habit of staying away from his home, which had then been in Dar- 
ien, for weeks at a time. Hi^ wife had not objected. She had gone in 
for horses for a while and, tiring of that, had become a relentless 
giver of parties. After Susan had been born in 1935, she had ab- 
ruptly stopped the parties and had thrown herself into motherhood 
with abandon, firing the nursemaid who had taken care of her son 
and surrounding herself with avant-garde parents who discussed 
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their children the way psychiatrists discuss their patients. Hopkins 
had never complained— he had been too grateful to her for letting 
him alone and^ as he saw it, making up for his deficiencies as a par- 
ent. 

Things had gone pretty well until 1943, when Robert, their son, 
had been killed in the war. Hopkins had hurried home when his 
wife telephoned to tell him and had tried to sympathize with her, but 
all she had said was, “You never knew him! You never knew him!” 
Hopkins had stayed with her for three days, at the end of which 
time he had returned to his office and thrown himself harder than 
ever into his work. 

“Slow down!” the doctors had been saying regularly ever since. 
“You’ve got to slow down!” But Helen, his wife, had stopped saying 
that to him. After Robert had been ‘killed, she had gone for a brief 
time to a sanatorium, leaving Susan, her daughter, with the servants. 
After returning from the saniatoirium, Helen had started to give par- 
ties again, and had begun to plan the great show place in^South 
Bay, and had bought the yawl, and had seemed happier than she ever 
had in her life. 

“This traffic!” Hopkins said now, as he sat in his limousine and 
looked out the windpw at the pedestrians on the sidewalk, wfio 
were making better time. “This traffic is terrible!” He sat back and 
consciously tried to relax, but it was impossible. A policeman blew 
his whistle sharply, and a taxi driver ahead started to curse. Hopkins 
shut his eyes. It was ridiculous to worry, it was unproductive. It 
would be better to think of the future, of things to be done. There 
was, for instance, the mental-health speech to revise. Hopkins took 
a cigarette out of his pocket and lit it. “Miss MacDonald,” he said, “it 
looks as though we’re going to be styck in this traffic for quite a 
while. Would you mind taking dictation?” 
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23 


“They want to use the top of the tower for sky watchers,” Betsy 
said to Tom when he returned from work Friday night. 

“What?” he asked in astonishment. 

“It’s Civilian Defcnce—thcy’re making a plan for Civilian Ekfence 
here. They want to use our tower for airplane spotters until they get 
a permanent place for themselves.” 

“Oh, Lord,” Tom groaned. 

“Don’t you approve?” 

“I guess so,” he said. “I don’t know, it sounds so absurd. What do 
they want us to do?” 

“Just let them use the tower for a few weeks. It’s the highest place 
in South Bay, they said, and has the best view. Why is it absurd?” 

“It’s not,” he said. “I’m just tired, and I don’t like thinking about 
another war. I have 'a ni41ion other things to do.” 

“Sit down and have a drink,” Betsy said. “Dinner will be ready in 
a few minutes.” 

That night Tom lay awake a long time worrying about Maria, 
about old Edward’s claim on the estate, about zoning laws, and 
about the meeting he was to have with Bernstein in the morning. 
When he awoke he felt exhausted and so irritable that the high- 
pitched voices of the children at the breakfast table annoyed him. 
“Be quiet!” he said sharply to Janey when she said, “Daddy, can I 
have the milk? Can I have the milk? Can I have the milk?” She 
looked so hurt that he hastily added, “I’m sorry,” gave her the milk, 
and himself kept quiet for the rest of the meal. 

“I’ll drop you off at Judge Befnstein’s office,” Betsy said after he had 
finished his second cup of coffee. “I’ll take the kids with me and 
enroll the girls at school.” 

“I don’t want to go to school,” Janey said. “I never want to go.” 

“It’s not so bad,” Barbara said thoughtfully. “I only hate it a little ” 

“Can I go?” Pete asked. 

“Nobody has to go for another month,” Betsy said. 
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They got ia the car and drove slowly to the main street of South 
Bay. 

“Now don’t take any nonsense from him,” Betsy said as Tom got 
out of the car in front of the building in which Bernstein had his 
office. “We ought to have our first ten houses for sale next spring, 
and if we’re going to do that, we should start right away.” 

Bernstein was sitting behind his scarred pine desk when Tom 
came in. He glanced up at Tom sharply — somehow he hadn’t ex- 
pected Mrs. Rath’s grandson to be so tall. “Sit down, Mr. Rath,” he 
said cordially. “What can I do for you?” 

“I want to get some idea of how long it will take for Mrs. Rath’s 
estate to go through the Probate Court,” Tom said, “and I want to 
learn about zoning laws around here. We’ve got an idea we may 
want to put up some kind of a hou^ng development.” 

“I sec,” Bernstein said, and waited. 

“How long does it generally take for an estate to be settled?” 

“Not long, if there are no complications. A man by the name of 
Schultz was in here to see me a few days ago. Edward Scliultz. 
Name mean anything to you?” 

“He used to work for my grandmother. I want to do what I can 
for him, but I have to wait until the estate is settled.” 

“Mr. Schultz tells m? he believes Mrs. Rath meant the entire estate 
to go to him,” Bernstein said quietly, 

“That’s absurd! My grandmother talked to me about him shortly 
before she died.” 

“Apparently he believes he’s entitled to the house,” Bernstein said 
dryly. 

“That’fr ridiculous!”’ 

“Why do you suppose he thinks he has a claim?” 

“I think he must be a little crazy,” ^Tom said. “I don’t know — I 
feel pretty badly about this. Mrs. Rath was ninety-three years old 
when she died, and possibly she gave him some reason for hoping she 
would leave him everything.” 

“Do you think she could have promised him the estate in return 
for his services for the rest of her life?” Bernstein asked mildly. 

“No! She would have told me! Just before she died she told me she 
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was leaving everything to me, and that’s the way the will is written." 

**Mr. Schultz claims that he asked Mrs. Rath for a salary increase 
about a year before she died, and that she said she couldn’t afford to 
give him one, but thk if he’d stay as long as she lived, she’d leave 
everything to him.” 

“I want to try to be fair about this,” Tom said. “We can’t prove 
whether she said that or not. She was old and confused, and I 
suppose it’s possible she said that and forgot it. All I know is she used 
to t%lk all the time about saving the house for me, and that’s the way 
the will is written.” 

“Mr. Schultz seems to feel an attempt is being made to cheat him.” 

“I can’t help the way the old man feels!” Tom said. “I can’t afford 
to have the settling of the estate delayed indefinitely! How can he 
hold things iip^ He hasn’t got any proof!” 

“He says he has,*' Bernstein said. 

“What kind?” 

“H9 told me he has everything in writing from her, postdating 
the will Mr. Sims s' it nie.” 

“I don’t believe it!” 

“That’s what he says. I have asked him to have a photostat of his 
document sent to me, and he agreed to.” 

“Have you received it yet?” 

“No — there hasn’t been time.” 

“I can’t understand it!” Tom said, “She wasn’t like that. She never 
would have done a thing like that without telling me!” 

“The court will have to examine both documents and make a de- 
cision.” 

“How long will it take?” 

“That depends on a lot of things. It may be necessary to get a lot 
of information together. It could be a matter of months, or even 
more.” 

“Meanwhile, I’m living in my grandmother’s place. What would 
happen if the court awarded it to him?” 

“He could dispossess you and perhaps charge you rent retroac- 
tively, 1 suppose.” 

“Is it legal for me to be there now?” 
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*‘When a property is in dispute, it’s hard to tell what to do with 
it. I don’t think Mr. Schultz is trying to dispossess you before' the 
court makes a decision.” 

“That’s nice of him,” Tom said bitterly. There was a moment of 
silence before he added, “I guess I should ask Mr. Sims to represent 
me — ni need a lawyejr, won’t I?” 

“That would be advisable.” 

“You wouldn’t take the case for me?” 

“Hardly. I’m the judge.” 

“Has Edward, I mean Mr. Schultz, got a lawyer?” 

“Yes. A big outfit in New York is representing him. Frankly, I 
don’t think he could have got them to take the case if he didn’t have 
a legitimate claim in their opinion.” 

“That’s fine,” Tom said. 

“All you can do is put the case in the hands of your lawyer and 
wait,” Bernstein said. 

Tom looked at him helplessly for an instant before getting^ to his 
feet abruptly. “I guess there’s nothing more I can do,” he said. 
“There doesn’t seem to be much point in asking about zoning laws 
now.” 

“You’re in a ten-acre zone,” Bernstein said. “If you wanted to put a 
housing development there, you’d have quite a fight on your hands.' I 
wouldn’t go into it until the estate is settled.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said, feeling a rush of unreasonable resentment 
against Bernstein. “Anyway, thanks.” He left the room. 

As soon as he had gone, Bernstein walked to the window of his 
office and stood looking down at the street, where Betsy and the 
childrenwere waiting in the parked car. His stomach was beginning 
to ache. 

“Why, that school is terrible^ Betsy said as soon as Tom got into 
the car, before he could say anything. “It’s dingy and overcrowded, 
and I don’t think it’s safe. I hate to send the kids there I When we 
get going, I’m going to send them to a private school!” 

“Betsy,” Tom said, ‘Tve got some news that isn’t very good.” 
“What?” 
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“Edward has put in a claim for the whole estate, and he says he 
has a will Grandmother signed after she wrote the one we have. 
He’s got a big firm of lawyers working on it.” 

“Oh, no! She /oWyou . . 

“I know.” 

“What’s going to happen?” 

“We just have to put Sims to work on it and let the court de- 
cide.” 

Bgtsy said nothing. “What’s the matter?” Janey asked. 

“Everything’s all right, baby,” Betsy said. 

“What did Daddy say?” 

“Nothing important,” Tom said. “We’re going home now.” 

He started the car. On the way up the hill to the old house they 
were all silent. When they ca»nc to the rock ledge against which his 
father had slammed the old Packard, Tom stared at it deliberately — 
it was ridiculous to look away. The rocks were massive and craggy, 
some <yf them tinged with a dull red hue, which was probably iron 
ore. 

“Either Edward or your grandmother lied!” Betsy said suddenly, 
as Tom stopped the car in front of the house. “I know it was Ed- 
ward! Everything’s going to turn out all right!” 

“Don’t count on it, baby,” he said. 

For some reason he didn’t want to go into the dim old house. In- 
stead, he walked alone into the tall grass toward the distant row of 
pines. In the distance the smooth surface of the Sound glittered. The 
children bounded after him until Betsy called them back. “Leave 
your father alone,” she said. 

It’s funny, he thought. I’m always sure things are goingf to turn 
out badly, and, damn it, they usually do. 

“Everything’s going to turn«out all right!” Betsy always said. 

Sure, he thought, we’ll live here a year or so while this case is be- 
ing decided, and then Edward will get the house and slap a bill for 
back rent on us. And we’ll have lawyers’ bills and court costs to 
pay. And the only job I’ve got now is sitting all day behind a desk 
doing nothing. 

What will happen if we lose this place, and run up a lot of bills, 
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and I get fired? he thought. What will we do? And what will hap- 
pen if Maria makes trouble? 

I can always get a job, he thought, Dick Haver would give me a 
job again. I can always get a job somewhere. ' 

Maybe, he thought. If Hopkins fired me six months after I was 
hired, people would want to know why. And if there were any pub- 
licity about Maria — if she made any charges — none of the founda- 
tions would touch me. And what the hell other kind of work am 1 
trained for? 

I could go back in the Army, he thought. They’d make me a ma- 
jor. Good pay, travel, education, and security. Grandmother could 
look down from heaven and be real proud of me — she could talk to 
the angels about the family major and be honest. 

Grandmother, he thought — by God, what kind of woman was she ? 
Did she promise Edward her estate just to make sure she would 
have service the rest of her life? And was she afraid to tell me, un- 
willing to suffer the slightest unpleasantness ? Did she play it both 
ways, getting the fun of telling me she was leaving me everything 
and at the same time wringing the last drop of ease out of life? Was 
she, when you come right down to it, only an evil, pretentious, lying 
old woman who could be expected to beget nothing but evil, a sui- 
cide, and a . . . . 

Thii is ridiculous, he thought — that’s one thing I won’t do. Money 
isn’t that important. I’m tough. I can always get a job. I can go 
back to the Army. Travel, education, security. Times like these arc 
made for me — a tough bastard who knows how to handle a gun. 
And I wouldn’t even have to do that. If worse came to worst, I 
could dig a ditch, I could operate an elevator like Caesar, and in 
heaven Grandmother could say, “My grandson is in the transpor- 
tation business.” , 

It’s absurd to think of these things, he thought. I could get a job 
in an advertising agency. I’ll write copy telling people to eat more 
corn flakes and smoke more and more cigarettes and buy more re- 
frigerators and automobiles, until they explode with happiness. 

I shouldn’t get excited, he thought. It doesn’t really matter. Here 
goes nothing. It will be interesting to see what happens. 
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Maybe it will turn out all right, he thought; maybe it really will. 
Betsy says you have to believe everything will turn out all right, even 
if it doesn’t. You can’t go on worrying all the time; it has to stop 
someday. You can’t really believe the world is insane; you have to 
believe everything’s going to turn out all right. The Lord is my Shep- 
herd, I shall not want. I shall grow old gracefully, and my children 
will all grow up happily and healthily, and everything’s going to be 
fine; it is ridiculous that optimism should always sound false. 

^e wondered suddenly whether the young German in the leather 
jacket who had stood negligently holding his rifle and coughing had 
been an optimist. And he wondered whether the girl or woman who 
had written the man in the leather jacket the letter on thin, blue, 
faintly scented stationery had had faith that everything was going to 
turn out all right. And how about the other men he had killed ? How 
about the man who had run zigzagging across the beach, while 
Tom moved the machine gun up on him, the bullets kicking up the 
sand J)ehind him, until the man had sagged with the blood pouring 
out of his mouth akc a long tongue? Had he had faith? In what? 
And how about Mahoney? And Maria, who right now, perhaps, 
might be trying to raise her son alone? 

Maybe they had no faith, Tom thought. Maybe they were like me, 
always expecting disaster, surprised only when it doesn’t hit. Maybe 
we are all, the killers and the killed, equally damned; not guilty, not 
somehow made wise by war, not heroes, just men who are either 
dead or convinced that the world is insane. 

He felt someone pulling his trouser leg and looked down. Janey 
was there, telling him that lunch was ready. She had a worried ex- 
pression on her face. Her hand was soft as a dove in his as he led her 
into the house. 
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24 


The important thing is to make money, Tom thought as he took 
the train into New^York on the following Monday. The important 
thing is to create an island of order in a sea of chaos — somebody 
very bright had said that, somebody whose name he had forgotten, 
but whose writings he had studied at college. And an island of order 
obviously must be made of money, for one doesn’t bring up chil- 
dren in an orderly way without money, and one doesn’t even have 
one’s meals in an orderly way, or dress in an orderly way, or think 
in an orderly way without money. Money is the root of all order, he 
told himself, and the only trouble with it is, it’s so damn hard to get, 
especially when one has a job which consists of sitting behind a desk 
all day doing absolutely nothing. 

On his way up to his office in the elevator that morning, he did 
not see Caesar — he was grateful for that. And he hadn’t been sitting 
behind his desk doing nothing for more than fifteen minutes when 
the interoffice communication box crackled and buzzed. He switched 
it on. 

“Rath?” Ogden’s voice whispered hoarsely. 

Tom turned up the volume control. “Good morning,” he said. 
“What can I do for you?” 

“Can you fly down to Atlantic City this afternoon — the Stockton 
House Hotel? I’ve just heard that the place is filling up with conven- 
tions, and I want to make sure we have the proper accommodations 
for Mr.^Hopkins on the fifteenth.” 

“Sure I can go,” Tom said. He was so grateful to be given some- 
thing to do that his voice sounded ridiculously eager. 

“I want you to make all the arrangements, both for the rooms and 
the speech. Check the speaker’s platform. Find out just what room 
his speech is scheduled for, exactly where it is, and what door he 
should enter.” 

“I will!” Tom said. He found himself speaking with exclamation 
points^ like Ralph Hopkins. 
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*'Check the amplifying equipment, and if it isn’t good, make the 
hotel fix it. Be sure there’s a lectern — ^Mr. Hopkins likes to stand 
behind a lectern with enough space on it to open a ten-by-twclvc-inch 
notebook. Are you taking notes 

“Right!” said Tom, scribbling furiously. 

“He likes the lectern four feet five inches from the floor,” Ogden 
continued, “and he likes the mike the same height, to the right of the 
lectern, not in front of it. There will be only the mike for the loud- 
speiiker — this won’t be broadcast.” 

Tom was not surprised at that. For the president of a broadcasting 
company to have his speech broadcast, even if he wanted maximum 
publicity, would be shooting fish in a barrel. The executives of broad- 
casting companies yearn for spac^ in magazines and newspapers, and 
the publisher** of magazines and newspapers yearn for radio and tele- 
vision coverage. 

“Fve got it,” Tom said. 

“Nc«v about his rooms. Get a suite of three. He likes a hard mat- 
tress. Try out the **iattrcss — he hates a soft one.” 

“Right,” Tom said. 

“But it shouldn’t be lumpy. Don’t hesitate to make the hotel get 
you a good one — hard but smooth.” 

“Check,” Tom said. 

“Immediately after the speech, a bartender should be on duly in the 
living room of Mr. Hopkins’ suite, and he should be equipped to 
serve fifty people anything they want. He should remain on duty for 
the rest of the evening if necessary.” 

“Got it,” Tom said. 

“Now about flowers. Mr. Hopkins sometimes gets hay fever, so 
be sure there’s no goldenrod or anything like that around — sometimes 
they put it in fall dccorati "ns.^And he detests chrysanthemums. He 
likes roses — long-stemmed roses. Be sure there are several dozen 
around his rooms.” 

“Right,” Tom said. 

“And be sure he gets a good bedroom suite. Mr. Hopkins’ rooms 
all should be facing the sea. Three rooms, with the living room big 
enough to hold fifty people comfortably — ^he detests crowded rooms. 
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Well also need single rooms for you, me, and Miss MacDonald on 
the same floor, all reserved for September 15.” 

“Fine,” Tom said. 

** Another thing. Mr. Hopkins will want an electric refrigerator and 
a few bottles of Scotch in his bedroom. He doesn’t like to have to 
keep calling room service.’* 

“Fve got it,” Tom said. 

“There should be a large-screen television set and a radio in his 
bedroom.” 

“ril get them.” 

“We’ll want a man with a wire recorder to record Mr. Hopkins’ 
speech — he likes to hear it played back.” 

“Will do.” 

“Make sure the local Press is aleitcd. Our public-relations depart- 
ment will be sending them advance releases, but it helps to drop in 
and chat with them.” 

“I’ll do it,” Tom said, 

“I guess that’s about all — in general, make sure everything’s set for 
Mr. Hopkins. Call me when you get back. Tell the travel department 
to get you a plane ticket.” 

Before Tom could say “Right” again, Ogden snapped off his voice 
box. Tom started to telephone Betsy to say he wouldn’t be home that 
niglu, but before he got the call through, the voice box sputtered 
again. This time it was Hopkins. “Tom,” he said, “could you come 
up to the apartment for dinner tonight?” 

“Bill Ogden just asked me to go to Atlantic City to arrange hotel 
accommodations for your speech,” Tom said. 

“Ohj^ne, but sec me when you get back, will you?” 

“Sure,” Tom said, hoping Hopkins would tell him what he 
wanted. Instead, Hopkins said cheerily, “Have a good trip,” and 
the voice box was silent. 

That afternoon Tom boarded a plane and sat down in one of the 
comfortably upholstered seats. As the plane gunned its engines and 
began the familiar headlong, all or nothing, rush down the runway, 
he fastened his safety belt and leaned back, still wondering what 
Hopkins wanted to see him about. Anyway, I won’t have to jump 
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this time, he thought — this time Fm on my way to test a mattress 
and arrange for long-stemmed roses. He started to laugh. Til get 
roses with the longest god damn stems in the whole world, he 
thought. 

The hotel was a large one, twenty stories high, without a room to 
rent for less than twenty-two dollars a night, and please make reser- 
vations well in advance. Tom looked up the manager and found him 
eager to co-operate in making things satisfactory for Ralph Hopkins. 
The^ right sort of lectern was procured, and the loud-speaker system 
proved suitable. The manager felt that a bridal suite, ornately fur- 
nished with pictures of French courtiers on the wall, was just the 
thing for Mr. Hopkins. Ceremoniously Tom lay down on the large 
double bed and pronounced the .mattress too soft. Four housemen 
quickly brought another. Feeling like Goldilocks in the house of the 
Three Bears, Tom pionounced it too lumpy. Grumbling, the four 
housemen brought a third mattress, which Tom decreed just right. 

“I wfint the stems really long” he said to the hotel florist. “There 
ought to be about four dozen roses on a table in the living room and 
two dozen in the bedroom.” 

“You can rely on me,” the florist said. 

By seven o’clock in the evening Tom had completed bis arrange- 
ments. He went to the hotel bar and ordered a Martini. It was an 
ornate circular bar, in the centre of which a lighted pyramid of 
bottles revolved slowly. Somewhere in a near-'by room an orchestra 
was playing dance music. Suddenly a group of young people in 
evening clothes swept into the bar and sat down at tables near Tom. 
“I don’t really believe you, Harry,” a young girl not more than 
twenty said to her escort, “but I thank you just the same.” 

The sight of the young couples and the sound of the dance music 
made Tom feel suddenly i>ld. fie looked at the couple nearest him. 
They’re not more than twenty, or at the most twenty-one, he 
thought. My God, when Pearl Harbour was attacked, they couldn’t 
have been more than ten years old! And when Betsy and I met, 
back in 1939, they were seven^ years old! 

The band in the next room began to play a waltz. It had been in a 
hotel that Tom had met Betsy, a hotel in Boston with a big bar and a 
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dance band and crowds of young people in evening clothes. It had 
been in the fall of 1939, just a few weeks before the Christmas 
holidays, in the best hotel in Boston, in the grand ballroom of which 
Betsy had had her coming-out party. 

‘‘When the deep purple falls over sleepy garden walls . . That 
had been the song jhat year. He had never liked it much at the time 
and could never have expected that his mind would choose it as one 
of the things to remember, probably for the rest of his life. 

Nineteen thirty-nine! My God, the world has changed since then, 
he thought — it’s enough to make a man feel a million years old! In 
the fall of 1939, Hitler had just invaded Poland. The experts had been 
saying that the Polish Lancers and General Mud would stop him, but 
by the time Betsy had had her coming-out party, Poland had fallen, 
and the experts had turned to saying that now France would stop 
Hitler, the French Army was the finest in the world. The experts 
had also been saying that the United States would not get into this 
war. It had been then Tom had started to acquire a permanent 
disrespect for all experts and to equate pessimism with wisdom. 
Almost ever since he could remember, he himself had been sure 
there would be a war, and that the United States would get into 
it. At Covington Academy, way back in 1935, the boys had even 
had an organization called “The Veterans of Future Wars” which 
had demanded soldiers’ bonuses before death instead of after. The 
pacifists had been printing pictures in magazines showing a wounded 
soldier, and the caption had said, “Hello Sucker!” But the boys had 
not been confused. They had known for a long while that regardless 
of what anyone said, war was coming. They had been offended by 
the picture of the wounded soldier with the caption calling him a 
sucker, and they had also been horrified at a picture book in the 
library with the grim and then prophetic title, “The First World 
War,” but they had not talked about it much. They had played foot- 
ball and baseball, they had organized a mandolin club and gone to 
see Ginger Rogers in the movies, and they had waited without any 
confusion at all. Only the experts had been confused. 

But the night Tom liad gone to Betsy’s coming-out party he hadn’t 
been worried about the war. He had received the formally engraved 
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invitation about three weeks before. “Mr. and Mrs. Mathew A. Don- 
ncr cordially invite you to a dance in honour of their daughter, Miss 
Elizabeth A. Donner,” it had begun, and he had answered, “Mr. 
Thomas R. Rath cordially accepts . . Dozens of such invitations 
had arrived every month during those years at college, because his 
name had been on the right lists — old Florence Rath had seen to that. 

He had never met Betsy when he got the invitation and never had 
heard of the Donners. The afternoon before the party he had made 
up l^s mind not to go, because he had too much studying to do, but 
along about eight o’clock he had grown bored with his history book 
and^ throwing it down in disgust, had put on his dinner coat and 
driven his second-hand car into Boston. “Might as well get some free 
champagne,” he had said to his roommate. 

The hotel had been crowded wlien he came in — it was a big party, 
he had seen at a glance. He had pushed through the groups of young 
people in evening clothes who crowded around the entrance to the 
ballrocgn and made his way to the long table in an adjoining 
room, where the ampagne was being served. It had been good, 
imported champagne. Sipping his drink, Tom had stood just in- 
side the door to the ballroom surveying the dancers in a mildly 
predatory way. At the time, he had considered himself an expert on 
women; he had thought he could just glance at them and tell which 
ones were passionate, which were cold, which would expect a lot of 
money to be spent on them, and which would not. His eye had 
skipped over Nina Henderson, who already had become a profes- 
sional beauty, pictured on a magazine cover as the debutante of the 
year, a girl who later, as things turned out, married the fat orchestra 
leader who played at most of the dances that year and borc^ him a 
son before divorcing him. Tom’s eye had also passed over the plain 
girls sitting on the side lines w dancing with their brothers. His 
glance had traveled across the floor until he saw Betsy. 

How strangely comforting it was to look back now and realize 
that the enchantment he had felt that night at the first sight of her 
had been, after all, as unsentimentally real and factual as any ugly 
emotion or truth he could recall. And it was also comforting to re- 
flect that what he had felt that night still defied analysis. Sure, Betsy’s 
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figure had never been calculated to calm a young man’s pulse, but 
certainly there had been other girls in the room as admirable in 
measurement. The grace with which Betsy moved, the way her spar- 
kling white dress had accentuated the warm colours of her skin and 
hair, the curve of her cheek, the flash of her smile — of course, all 
these things had had their effect, but there had been more, much 
more which could ^never have been caught by a camera, even if it 
used all the Technicolor in the world. The moment he had seen her 
he wanted to marry her, a fact which sounded so banal when he told 
it to her months later that they both had laughed, feeling suddenly 
ridiculous. But it was a true fact, and that night he had felt so be- 
wildered by it that he stood for a long while watching her dance 
with others before mustering the courage to make his way across the 
dance floor and cut in on her. • 

'‘Who are you?” he had asked. 

“Betsy Donner.” 

“The lady of the evening!” he had replied, hoping that his voice 
sounded light and sophisticated. “It’s a nice party.” ^ 

“It’s a beautiful party!” she had said. “I suppose I shouldn’t say 
that, but it is.” 

She had seemed to be floating. He had never been a good dancer, 
but her feet hadn’t seemed to touch the floor at ail, and he had fHt 
suddenly graceful, 'fhen a hand had touched him on the shoulder, 
and she had gone to someone else. 

It’s natural, he had thought — she’s a pretty girl, and it’s her party, 
and everybody has to dance with her at least once. But he had been 
disturbed to find he was unable to be with her for more than a few 
minutes. 

That^s when it all had started. For three years after that they had 
gone to movies and fov>tball games and college dances and night 
clubs, and performed the whole ritual of entertainment preparatory 
to marriage. He had played the mandolin for her — she had consid- 
ered it a quaint, old-fashioned instrument. They had talked. At the 
time, Tom had been sure he would be rich a few years after the war 
was over, although hcJbadn’t given much thought to what he would 
get rich at. They had kissed. At the time, they had known much less 
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about each other than any personnel man knows about a prospective 
stenographer, but almost casually, certainly without anything which 
could be described as thought, on the strength of a kiss, she had 
agreed to marry him and had not considered it strange at all. 

I was lucky, Tom thought now, as he stared at the slowly revolv- 
ing bottles in the centre of the bar in the hotel at Atlantic City. That 
was one time I was lucky. At that age I could have fallen in love 
with any empty-headed girl with a good figure, but I was lucky — 
thalls one time when everything turned out all right. 

How strange it is to remember, he thought. Poor Betsy, she could 
have married somebody with money, somebody who would be tak- 
ing her to Florida every winter now, somebody who would never 
worry, who would smile and be cheerful while the cook cooked din- 
ner, and the waitress served it, and Betsy sat smiling. Back in 1939, 
there had been several rich young men pursuing Betsy, and without 
thinking, apparently, she had turned them down, because they had 
not afjpealcd to her at the moment, and she had chosen Tom on the 
strength of a kiss r id had never thought about money. 

How incredibly naive we were, he thought now as he stared at 
the revolving pyramid of bottles. How incredibly innocent, as wc 
parked my car and worried because we couldn’t stop making love to 
each other! Once while they had been parked, a policeman on a mo- 
torcycle had shone the bright beam of his flashlight on them, and 
Betsy had jumped as though she were .burned. The policeman had 
grinned and said, “All right, kids, break it up!” and had gone on, 
patrolling his beat, his light disappearing around a bend in the road. 

I wonder if she’s sorry, Tom thought. It isn’t just the money — 
1 wonder if she wishes she had a husband who could be cheerful 
around the house. 

It’s funny what happens to people, he thought. Wc were alike in 
those days, Betsy and I, all our experiences had been the same, and 
there was nothing we found impossible to explain to each other. Wc 
were confident — my God, wc never worried at all! With the whole 
war in front of us, wc never worried at all. Wc were sure that I 
would go through the war and become a hero. He remembered a 
mental picture he had had of himself, a clear image of himself, a 
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soldier in a foreign land, sad and tired-looking, but clean and un- 
wounded, thinking of Betsy on Christmas Day, writing sad, .brave 
letters about his friends who had died. 

It wouldn’t be too bad to be a soldier, he had thought — he had seen 
himself sitting in some jolly French tavern, or perhaps in the corner 
of some romantically Spartan barracks, singing Army songs — things 
like “Pack Up Yodr Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag, and Smile, 
Smile, Smile.” Probably he’d take his mandolin along, he had 
thought — it would make him popular in the Army. 

The future had seemed perfectly predictable in those days. Betsy 
would weep in a genteel way when he sailed overseas, with his man- 
dolin, but he would come back unhurt and march up Fifth Avenue, 
and she would throw herself into his arms and say, “Darling, you 
have come back to me!” and it would all be sad and brave and 
happy, like a movie of the First World War. 

And the funny thing was, it had all happened, more or less; at 
least in the beginning, it had followed the script. He had gone off to 
his basic training carrying, among other things, his mandolili, and 
he had actually played it a few times, and several of the men had 
gathered around to sing. But when he had learned he was going 
overseas, he had shipped the mandolin home along with other sur- 
plus gear — somehow the idea of a paratrooper arriving in Europe 
with a mandolin had already begun to appear ridiculous. That had 
been the beginning of the destruction of the script, although to a sur- 
prising degree the outline had been followed. He had been a hero, 
all right, and had been awarded three medals to prove it. He had not 
been wounded. He had come home, and Betsy had met the transport 
at the wharf. She had run out of the crowd as he came down the 
gangplank, thrown her arms around him and said, “Darling, you 
have come back to me!” 

That’s what she had said, meaning it from the heart, and it had 
not been her fault that the words sounded satirical to him. He had 
held her away from him a little, seeing that she was a woman any 
man would want. That day she had been wearing a new dress spe- 
cially bought for the occasion, a gay red dress that closely followed 
the lines of her figure, a flamboyant dress which she had bought in 
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a flamboyant mood the day she heard he was actually on his way 
home. She had kissed him passionately, and he had felt precisely as 
though a beautiful woman he had never seen before had rushed out 
of the crowd and begun making love to him. He had felt incredu- 
lous, awkward, abashed, and unwillingly lustful. The feeling of lust 
had appalled him, making him feel unfaithful to Maria, and also to 
Betsy as he remembered her from long ago, a young girl to be taken 
in love, not with the sort of feeling he would have for a pretty stran- 
gertsunbelievably embracing him in the street. 

“I’ve got a hotel room all reserved,” she had said. “I’m not going to 
take you back to Grandmother’s .house tonight.” 

They had gone to the hotel, and the love-making had been intense 
and brief and unsatisfactory, leaving him with a profound feeling of 
confusion and shame. When it was over, her cheerfulness had sur- 
prised him. She had Doured drinks, and, sitting down in a big arm- 
chair with a cigarette in her hand, she had leaned back and said, 
“Do jjou mind talking about the war? There are all sorts of ques- 
tions I’m dying to isk. 

“There’s not much to tell,” he had said. “What do you want to do 
tomorrow?” 

Betsy had never been insensitive. She had not pursued the matter, 
and with gratitude he had felt he would never have to tell her any- 
thing about the war, not about Maria, not about Mahoney, not about 
anything. It would be better that way, he had thought, far better for 
both of them. 

She had not seemed to mind his reticence. That night she had be- 
gun to talk brightly about the future. As he listened to her, he had 
gradually realized that here in this pretty girl sitting across the room 
from him in a pair of silk pyjamas was himself as of '1939. Here was 
a kind of antique version of hJmstlf. unchanged. Here was the casual 
certainty that he would get a job which would soon lead to the vice- 
presidency of J. H. Nottersby, Incorporated, or some firm with a 
name which would have to sound like that. Here was all the half- 
remembered optimism, the implicit belief that before long they 
would move into a house something like Mount Vernon, with nice 
old darky servants nodding and singing all the time, a place where 
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they would grow old gracefully, not getting fat, but becoming only 
a little grey around the temples, a mansion where they would of 
course be happy, real happy for the rest of their lives. 

The trouble hadn’t been only that he didn’t believe in the dream 
any more; it was that h^ didn’t even find it interesting or sad in its 
improbability. Like an old man, he had been preoccupied with the 
past, not the future.* He had changed, and she had not. 

That night he had listened to her almost paternally. “1 don’t know 
what I want to do,” he had said when she asked if he had any defi- 
nite ideas about a job. “We’ll have to figure that out.” 

“I know you’ll succeed, no matter what you do,” she had said, her 
whole happy dream of the future hanging almost palpably in front 
of her, like the pictures of dreams people have in cartoons. 

But of course her dream had not come true — that seemed sad to 
him now for her sake. Instead of getting the house like Mount Ver- 
non, they had moved into the little house on Greentree Avenue in 
Westport, and Betsy had become pregnant, and he had thrown the 
vase against the wall, and the washing machine had broken Vlown. 
And Grandmother had died and left her house to somebody, and 
instead of being made vice-president of J. H. Nortersby, Incorpo- 
rated, he had finally arrived at a job where he tested mattresses, was 
uneasy when his boss said he wanted to see him without explainirig 
why,^nd lived in fear of an elevator operator. 

I hope Betsy isn’t sorry, he thought. If I lose this job and have to 
take whatever I can get, I hope she still won’t be sorry. I hope she 
never has to learn about Maria. 

“Hello,” someone said. 

He turned and saw a pretty, dark-haired girl in a copper-coloured 
evening^ gown sitting at the bar next to him. “You look preoccu- 
pied,” she said. ^ 

He smiled. “I was thinking,” he replied. 

“Bad practice,” the girl said. “Very bad practice. My name’s Marie. 
Want to come to our party 

“Thank you,” he said hastily. “No, I can’t.” He got up and walked 
out of the room, feeling oddly perturbed. 
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25 


After dinner that night, Tom went to his room in the hotel 
and lay down. It isn’t fair to Betsy, he thought, to keep remembering 
the weeks with Maria as the happiest of my life. It wasn’t the differ- 
ence between two women — it was simply the difference in circum- 
stance. When he and Betsy had first met back in 1939, they had been 
children, and their happiness had been the pale, fragile happiness of 
children, full of little anxieties about getting home on time, and do- 
ing the proper thing. And after the war, there hadn’t really been 
time for happiness — there had been budgets and bills from obstetri- 
cians and fr^nti: planning for the future. That had been the trouble 
with him and Betsy: what with his brooding about the past and 
worrying about the future, there never had been any present at all. 

But^irh Maria it had been different; they had both been recon- 
ciled to having no hiture, and the past had been something which 
had to be forgotten. With Maria there had been only the moment at 
hand, completely unshadowed, unexpected, something to be grateful 
for. Perhaps, Tom thought, it’s a matter of expectations — he and 
Betsy had always expected so much! Everything would be perfect 
for them, they had expected from the beginning. They would be 
rich, they would be healthy, and they would do no wrong. Any de- 
viation from perfection had seemed a blight which ruined the whole. 
But he and Maria had expected nothing; they had started with hope- 
lessness and had been astonished to learn that for a few weeks they 
could be happy. 

Lying there in his hotel rooni, Tom suddenly rcmeml)cred the day 
of the picnic with Maria, Lud he smiled — even the distant memory 
made him smile. It had been a ridiculous day from the beginning. 
After having wangled the use of a jeep, he and Maria had started 
from Rome at nine o’clock in the morning, with a large basket full 
of groceries and a bottle of wine. The sky had been grey, with feath- 
ery v/isps of white cloud blowing across darker, blacker clouds bil- 
lowing up from the horizon, and it had been cold — the mud puddles 
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beside the road had been crusted with ice. At nine-thirty, just as they 
got outside the city, it had begun to rain. It had been a ridiculous 
day for a picnic, but the thought of going back had not even oc- 
curred to them. He had stopped, and she had helped him to put the 
side curtains on the jeep, and it had been snug and warm inside, 
with the world appearing ceric through the dripping windshield. 
They had headed south and driven aimlessly — ^there had been a deli- 
cious sense of freedom in coming to a crossroad and turning to the 
left or right completely at random, without caring at all where they 
were going. Maria had turned up the collar of her old soldier’s over- 
coat, but she had not worn a hat, and her dark glossy hair had got 
wet while they were putting the side curtains up and had stayed 
damp all day. She had looked contented sitting there on the hard un- 
comfortable scat of the jeep. She had not smiled — her face had so of- 
ten been serious — but she had hummed a song almost inaudibly un- 
der her breath, and he had kept glancing at her, receiving enormous 
satisfaction from the sight of her sitting there beside him so s^fenely. 

“What arc you singing?” he had asked. “Sing louder, so I can 
hear.” 

She had shaken hef head modestly. “I can’t sing,” she had said. “I 
know no music.” 

“I do,” he had said. “You happen to be sitting beside the star bari- 
tone and mandolin virtuoso of the entire United States. Want to hear 
me?” 

“Yes.” She had laughed. 

“You’ll have to imagine the mandolin in the background,” he 
had replied. “Pling, pling, pling— does that set the proper mood?” 

“Yesr” 

“All right!” At the top of his lungs he had sung “Old Man River” 
and the “Saint Louis Blues,” both of which had seemed absurdly 
doleful. Her laughter had formed a sort of accompaniment to the 
songs, and he had gone on to sing, “Way down upon the Swance 
River, far, far away — there’s where my heart is turning ever, there’s 
where the old folks stay, i . .” He had been briefly conscious of the 
irony of the fact that at the moment he wasn’t worrying much about 
the old folks at home, but he had brushed that thought away. He 
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had sung all the songs whose words he knew that day while they 
drove aimlessly around in the rain. She had not tried to sing with 
him — she had just sat there and from time to time had put her hand 
on his knee with curiolis hesitation, almost as though it were dark 
and she were trying to make sure he was still there. Once, when he 
stopped at a crossroad, she had leaned over and kissed him on the 
mouth with almost painful intensity. That had been a curious and 
wonderful thing about her that he had understood only gradually: 
her ^Imost constant eagerness to make love. At first, he had been sur- 
prised, and then he had thought that she was simply an idea! and 
probably practised soldier’s girl, and he had been a little cynical 
about her ardour. But after he had known her a few days he had real- 
ized that physical love was the only form of reassurance she knew, 
and that she was completely happy and sure of him only when she 
was caressing hnn and giving him pleasure, and that it was chiefly 
this that caused her constantly to entice him. She was scared, just as 
scared^as he was, he had realized. On that day while they were driv- 
ing in the rain she had told him a little about her past. The village 
in which she had lived with her parents had been one of the first hit 
by the invasion. The Germans had made a brief stand there, and the 
planes had dropped bombs of white phosphorus. Her parents had 
refused to go to a bomb shelter for fear that their house would be 
looted if left empty, but they had forced her to go. Crawling up from 
the shelter after a bomb had burst near by, she had seen her house in 
flames, seen her father stagger out carrying her mother, both their 
bodies enveloped in flames. The other people from the bomb shelter 
had not let her run to them. Her father had fallen after taking only a 
few steps, and she had seen the bodies of her parents lying .-jt right 
angles to each other, burning like a fiery cross. As she told Tom 
about this, she had been obje«?tive, almost matter-of-fact. The tears 
had not come until he had impulsively stopped the jeep and put his 
arms around her, feeling in himself an overpowering need to trv to 
comfort her, in spite of the knowledge that for such things there is 
no solace. She had cried hard for about ten minutes, and her sobs 
had been all the more agonizing because they came silently through 
clenQhed teeth and taut lips. After regaining control of herself, she 
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had taken from her battered handbag a cheap imitation gold com- 
pact, opened it, and put powder on her face. For several seconds she 
had stared at herself in the tiny, clouded mirror. “Do you think I am 
beautiful?” she had asked. 

“Very beautiful.” 

“Not beautiful enough to keep you. Everyone dies or goes away.” 

Not wanting to die or to be cruelly truthful, he had not contra- 
dicted her. He had said nothing, but had kissed her, and she had re- 
turned the kiss with all the passion which had been suppressed in her 
silent tears. “Tell me again that I am beautiful,” she had said. 

He had done so. She had sighed and said, “All right. Let’s drive 
some more.” 

For an hour they had driven in silence. At about noon they had 
grown hungry and had turned up, a narrow road in hilly country, 
seeking a place where they could get out of the rain and cat. They 
had driven for perhaps another half hour before coming to an aban- 
doned villa, the cast end of which had been destroyed by artillery 
fire. The ground all around the villa had been badly cut up, a!id the 
buff-coloured stucco walls pockmarked with machine-gun bullets. He 
had driven the jeep slowly around the driveway which encircled the 
building, past a swimming pool choked with fallen masonry. On 
impulse he had twisted the steering wheel suddenly and driven be- 
tween two shattcred'pillars, across a tiled courtyard littered with rub- 
ble, under a part of the roof which projected over what must once 
have been an anteroom. There he had stopped, and, wondering at 
the marvellous convenience of the ruin which allowed them lo drive 
out of the rain, they had stepped out of the jeep. He had lifted the 
hood and taken part of the distributor with him, as well as the igni- 
tion ke^, to make sure no one would steal the car. Carrying their 
picnic basket and shivermg a little in the dampness, they had walked 
through an enormous jagged hole in a charred wall and entered a 
huge living room. The glass in the high windows along the right- 
hand side of the room had been shattered, and tattered damask dra- 
peries were being blown inward, arched by the wind into the shape 
of wings. There had been a puddle in the middle of the polished 
oak floor, and everywhere there had been bits of glass and countless 
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pieces of paper, as though an office had exploded. In one corner there 
had been the wreck of a grand piano, the board with the ivory keys 
lying separate from the rest, like the jawbone of a prehistoric beast, 
and the big brass-coloured frame with most of the strings still taut 
resting on edge, like a harp. They had crossed this room and, after 
walking through two utterly bare rooms, had found what must once 
have been a small library, with a white marble fireplace at one end. 
The walls had been lined with bookcases, all empty now, except for 
matiy scattered leaves and detached leather bindings. There had been 
only two windows in that room, and, miraculously, only a few of the 
lower panes had been broken. Through one of the windows they 
had been able to see a small circular pool, in the middle of which a 
white marble nymph, slim waist^cd and full breasted but now head- 
less, rose, ho^d«ng in one upraised arm a cornucopia, out of which a 
fountain must once hive spouted. 

“Here,” he had said, putting the picnic basket down. “We’ll sec if 
the cltimney works.” Gathering some of the book leaves which lay 
on the floor, he had stiuck a match, ignited the paper, and dropped 
it into the fireplace. The smoke had gone straight up. “We can build 
a fire,” he had said. 

She had stood, holding her coat collar close around her neck and 
looking small and lost, while he had gone to the great living room 
and brought back an armful of polished fragments from the splin- 
tered top of the piano. After she had helped him to gather more pa- 
per, he had built a fire carefully, setting the sharp splinters of wood 
on end like a wigwam. The smoky orange flames had climbed them 
swiftly. Suddenly the room had been full of the acrid smell of burn- 
ing varnish. She had knelt by the fire and held her hands out to it, 
and he had noticed for the first time that her hands were the hands 
of a nervous child, that she had bitten her fingernails to the quick. 
Her hands had been surprisingly small, fragile, and finely tapered. 
She had glanced up at him, and upon seeing that he was looking at 
her hands, she had quickly doubled them into fists, so that the finger- 
nails were hidden, and had .put them into the pockets of her coat 
with exactly the gesture of a child caught stealing cookies. Then she 
had stood up, looking flustered. Impulsively he had taken her right 
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hand out of her pocket, smoothed it in his own hands, and kissed it. 
She had buried her face in his shoulder, and he had felt that she was 
shivering. 

“You’re too beautiful to worry about your, hands,” he had said. 
“Come on, you’re cold — let’s get more wood on that fire.” He had 
gone to the living room and come back carrying a heavy amputated 
leg of the piano, the foot of which had been carved to resemble the 
claws of a lion clutching a round, shiny ball. This he had placed on 
the fire, and the flames had immediately embraced it, licking greedily 
at the varnish. He had returned to the living room and, grabbing 
one ot the tattered damask draperies, had given it a hard pull and 
brought it down in a cloud of dust and a clatter of falling curtain 
rods. This he had dragged to the library and had ripped pieces from 
it to stuff the broken windowpanes'. The remainder he had spread 
on the floor as a tablecloth, and she had begun to unpack the basket, 
placing sandwiches done up in brown paper and the bottle of wine 
and a cold roast chicken carefully in a row. Gradually the roaring 
fire had warmed the room. They had taken their overcoats off and 
folded them by the tablecloth to serve as pillows on which to sit. 

That day she had been wearing a worn black skirt, a white blouse 
cut almost like a man’s shirt with an open collar, and a dark-green 
jacket which she had made herself, trying to copy a picture in a mag- 
azine advertisement. They had eaten greedily, wiping their hands on 
the damask tablecloth and passing the bottle of wine back and forth 
between them. When they were through, she had packed the rem- 
nants of the picnic away in the basket. Carefully lighting two ciga- 
rettes, he had handed her one, and she had sat down comfortably, 
edging a little toward the fire and holding her hands out to the 
flames, this time unabashed. Outside, the rain had started coming 
down faster, and the rags he had stuffed in the broken windowpanes 
had started to drip on the floor. Far overhead a squadron of bomb- 
ers had droned, going somewhere, high above the clouds. The un- 
broken glass in the windows had trembled. Content to sit and stare 
into the fire, which was already reducing the great claw of the piano 
leg to embers, he had said nothing. Glancing at his wrist watch, he 
had seen it was not yet two o’clock. That meant they would have 
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eighteen more hours until eight o’clock the next morning, when he 
would have to check in with the sergeant at the transportation desk. 
Eighteen more hours, he had thought gratefully, and slowly had cal- 
culated : the big sweep hand on his watch would have to tick off one 
thousand and eighty minutes, a marvellously long time. He had 
glanced at her and to his surprise had found her looking hurt and 
forlorn. Suddenly he had realized that she had expected him to make 
love to her long before this, and that she was afraid that he had 
grown tired of her, or that she had displeased him in some way. He 
haJ smiled at her. “Come over here,” he had said. Quickly she had 
gone to him and lain with her head in his lap, looking up at him, 
his smile mirrored on her face. He had stroked her hair and fore- 
head softly, feeling, for the moment, oddly calm. Overhead another 
squadron of bombers had droned, followed by more and more, until 
the whole building trembled. He had glanced over his shoulder and 
through the rain-streaked glass had seen the headless nymph outside, 
holding her empty cornucopia high, silhouetted against the rain- 
dren<!hed clouds. Af^tcr a few moments he had looked back at Maria, 
lying with her head on his lap in the yellow firelight, and he had 
seen that to invite his affections, she had unbuttoned her jacket and 
opened the blouse, partly exposing her breasts and the deep valley 
between them. He had kissed her then, the kiss beginning almost as 
an act of kindness, but quickly becoming much more than that. “Oh, 
God, I love you,” he had said. 

They had left the villa just in time to get back to Rome before 
dark. When they had returned to her room, she had started cooking 
supper on a small primus stove he had given her, and he had lain 
down on the bed and glanced at his watch again. It had been only 
six o’clock — still fourteen more hours, eight hundred and fofty more 
revolutions of the sweep har^d before he had to check in. He had 
stretched out on the soft bed, full of an incredible sense of luxury, 
thinking of the minutes ahead as a king might think of his empire. 
Maria had sat, looking wise and contented, stirring a pan of soup, 
which slowly had begun to steam, giving a fragrance to the air. 

Only a few days after that he had bought a mandolin in a little 
music store they had happened to pass while walking home from a 
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restaurant, and he had spent many afternoons lying in Maria's room 
strumming it idly, not really trying to play it, but Ending great relax- 
ation in the feel of the smooth steel strings under his Engers. Maria 
had loved it — her father had played the mandolin, she had said. The 
mandolin had been one of the things Tom had left her, along with 
the jeepload of canned goods and twelve cartons of cigarettes. 

Now, lying alone in his hotel room in Atlantic City, Tom involun- 
tarily glanced at his watch, with the same old sweep hand emptily 
ticking off the minutes. It was just youth, he thought, and the war, 
which, if it did nothing else, taught the value of time. Somebody 
should make me and Betsy check in at a transportation desk every 
morning and give us just one more day — that might teach us not to 
waste time. How different Betsy and Maria are, he thought. Betsy’s 
parents had not died — instead of dying, they had retired to a mod- 
ern bungalow in California, from which they sent their daughter 
pictures of themselves smiling and picking oranges. Nobody whom 
Betsy loved had ever died or left her for long. Ever since shn was 
twelve years old, Betsy had been told she was beautiful — she did not 
like to hear it any more. I wonder if anyone tells Maria she is beau- 
tiful now, he thought. I wonder what kind of word Caesar will bring 
me about Maria after Gina writes her family in Rome. I wonder 
what Maria will do if Caesar tells her where I am, and that I look 
rich. 



The first thing Tom did when he got back to his office the next day 
was to call Hopkins on the interoffice communication box. 

‘'Glad you're back!” Hopkins said cheerily, as though Tom had 
just returned from a voyage around the world. “Have a good trip.^” 
“Fine,” Tom said. “Did you want to see me.?” 
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"Yes,” Hopkins replied. "I’ll send a girl down with the latest draft 
of my speech for Atlantic City. Let’s have lunch tomorrow, and you 
can tell me what you think of it. Would one o’clock be all right?” 

So that’s all he wanted, Tom thought. He said, “Fine! I’ll meet you 
in your office tomorrow at one.” 

An hour later an exceptionally pretty office girl arrived and with a 
dazzling smile handed Tom a large manila envelope from Hopkins. 
Tom opened it and extracted the speech, which had grown and 
changed since he had worked on it. “It’s a real pleasure to be here 
thifs evening,” he read. “I tremendously appreciate this opportunity 
to discuss with this distinguished gathering what I believe to be the 
most crucial problem facing the world today.” Having made this 
point, the speech went on — in fact, it went on and on and on for 
thirty pages, saying over and over again in different ways that men- 
tal health is important. The last ten pages were devoted to the 
thought that mentai health problems affect the economy of the na- 
tion. “Our wealth depends on mental health,” this section concluded. 
“Yef, our wealth depends on mental health!” 

Tom put the speech down, feeling slightly ill. Good Lord, he 
thought, they’re going to sell mental health the way they sell ciga- 
rettes! He left the speech on his desk, walked over to the window, 
and stared out over the city. Standing there, he shrugged his shoul- 
ders in an oddly hopeless way. 

“Let’s have lunch tomorrow, and you can tell me what you think 
of it,” Hopkins had said. 

*'Well, of course Vm just talking off the top of my head, but I think 
this draft has some fine things in it, and, on the other hand, I have 
some reservations,” Tom imagined himself saying. That was the 
way it was done — always feci the boss out to find what he thinks be- 
fore committing yourself. Tell the man what he wants to hear. 

'7'm sorry, but I think this speech is absurd. It's an endless repeti- 
tion of the obvious fact that mental health is important. You've said 
that over and over again and finally turned it into a cheap advertis- 
ing slogan. If you want to form a mental-health committee, why 
don't you find out what needs to be done and offer to help do it?” 

A few years ago I would have said that, Tom thought. Be honest, 
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be yourself. If the man asks you what you think of his speech, tell 
him. Don’t be afraid. Give him your frank opinion. 

That sounds so easy when you’re young, Tom thought. It sounds 
so easy before you learn that your frank opinion often leads directly 
to the street. What if Hophins really likes this speech? 

Tom shrugged agi^in. The thing to remember is this, he thought: 
Hopkins would want me to be honest. But when you come right 
down to it, why does he hire me? To help him do what he wants to 
do — obviously that’s why any man hires another. And if he finds 
that I disagree with everything he wants to do, what good am I to 
him? I should quit if I don’t like what he does, but I want to eat, 
and so, like a half million other guys in grey flannel suits, I’ll always 
pretend to agree, until I get big enough to be honest without being 
hurt. That’s not being crooked, it’s just beipg smart. 

But it doesn’t make you feel very good, Tom thought. It makes 
you feel lousy. For the third time, he shrugged. How strangely it all 
works out, he thought. The pretty girl smiles as she hands me th^ in- 
nocuous manila envelope with the speech. I’ll go with my boss for 
luncheon to a nice restaurant somewhere, with music playing in the 
background, perhaps, and people laughing all around, and the wait- 
ers will bow, and my boss will be polite, and I’ll be tactful, and 
there in such delicate surroundings. I’ll not be rude enough to say a 
stupid speech is stupid. How smoothly one becomes, not a cheat, ex- 
actly, not really a liar, just a man who’ll say anything for pay. 

Tom remained by the window a long while, looking down at the 
cars crawling along the streets below. It was queer to be suspended 
motionless so far above the city. It was almost as though his para- 
chute haji got stuck in mid-air, halfway between the plane and the 
ground. 

That night when Tom went home he put the speech back in the 
manila envelope and on impulse took it with him. Betsy and the 
children met him at the station in South Bay. “What’s that?” Janey 
said, eyeing the big envelope. “Is it a present for us?” 

“No,” Tom said, and handed the envelope to Betsy. “This is Hop- 
kins’ speech. I’d like you to read it and tell me what you think of 
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it. Hopkins wants me to have lunch with him and give him my opin- 
ion on it tomorrow.” 

“ril look at it after dinner,” Betsy said, and casually put the en- 
velope down on the front seat of the car. 

“Mother has a surprise for you,” Barbara said. “She got it for you 
today.” 

“Hush!” Betsy said. “How is it going to be a surprise if you talk 
about it?” 

15-“I can hardly wait to find out what it is,” Tom said, and, realiz- 
ing he had been so preoccupied that he hadn’t kissed Betsy, leaned 
over and patted her on the shoulder. “It’s good to get home,” he 
said. 

She turned toward him with a quick, vivid smile. “It’s not much 
of a surprise, really.” she said. “Don’t get your hopes up.” 

The sui prise turned out to be a large leather armchair with a 
matching hassock for Tom to put his feet on. Betsy had put a small 
tablj by it, with a box of cigarettes, matches, and an ash tray. She had 
also placed an ice 'mckct there, two glasses, and the mixings for cock- 
tails. “You looked so tired when you got back from Atlantic City 
last night,” she said, “1 figured you ought to have a place where you 
can just sink down and rest when you get home. I’m going to try to 
organize things so we have a half hour of quiet before supper. Kids, 
go upstairs, the way you promised you would!” 

Jancy grinned, and with unusual obedience led the others up the 
stairs. “I put ginger ale up there for them.” Betsy said. “They’re go- 
ing to have a quiet period in their room, while we have ours down 
here. We’re going to try to do it that way for a half hour every 
night.” 

“That’s wonderful,” Tom said. “It’s a marvellous chair.” He sat 
down in it gratefully, put hiS feet up on the hassock, and lit a ciga- 
rette. Betsy mixed the cocktails and handed him one. He took a sip 
and said, “Did you bring that speech in from the car?” 

“Yes. It’s on the hall table. Why?” 

“I’m anxious to see what you think of it.” 

“Sure,” she said. “I’ll go get it.” 

- 203 - 



She sat in a chair across the room from Tom and took the speech 
from the envelope. He watched her face while she read it. Her ex- 
pression was serene. At first she read slowly, but soon began to flip 
rapidly through the pages. Tom poured himself another drink. 
“What do you think of it so far?” he asked. 

“Did you write thii?” 

“I helped. Do you like it?” 

“Well,” she said hesitantly, “I don’t know much about the subject. 
My opinion wouldn’t mean much ” 

“Come on. What do you think of it ?” 

“It’s kind of boring,” she said. “Maybe it’s just me, but I find it 
pretty hard to keep my mind on it. It seems to keep saying the same 
thing over and over again.” 

Tom laughed. “Any other comments?” 

“To be honest, some of it sounds pretty silly,” Betsy said. “Is this 
what Hopkins wanted you to write?” 

“I didn’t really write it,” Tom said. “I think Ogden did most 6f it, 
or maybe Hopkins himself. And now Hopkins wants me to tell him 
what I think of it.” 

“What are you going to say ?” 

Tom laughed again. “There’s a standard operating procedure for 
this sort of thing,” he said. “It’s a little like reading fortunes. You 
make a lot of highly qualified contradictory statements and keep 
your eyes on the man’s face to see which ones please him. That way 
you can feel your way along, and if you’re clever, you can always end 
up by telling him exactly what he wants to hear.” 

“Is that what they do?” Betsy asked. She didn’t laugh. 

“That’S what they do. For instance, I’ll begin by saying, ‘I think 
there are some wonderful things about fhis speech. . . .’ If Hopkins 
seems pleased, I’ll finish the sentence by saying, *and I have only the 
most minor improvements to suggest.’ But if he seems a little sur- 
prised at the word wonderful. I’ll end the sentence with, ‘but as a 
whole, I don’t think it comes off at all, and I think major revisions 
are necessary.’ ” 

“Is that what you’re going to do?” Betsy asked. She wasn’t even 
smiling. 
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“As I say, it’s standard operating procedure,” Tom replied. “The 
first thing the young executive must learn.” 

“I think it’s a little sickening,” Betsy said bluntly. 

“Damn it, have a sense of humour. What’s the matter with you?” 

“Nothing’s the matter with me. I’m just interested in knowing the 
answers to a few questions. What do you really think of that speech ?” 

“I think it’s terrible,” Tom said. “My business education, you see, 
is not complete. In a few years I’ll be able to suspend judgment en- 
tirely until I learn what Hopkins thinks, and then I’ll really and 
triSy feel the way he does. That way I won’t have to be dishonest any 
more.” 

Betsy put the speech neatly back in its envelope, handed it to Tom, 
and without a word went to the kitchen. 

“Betsy!” he said. “Come back.»I want to talk to you.” 

“I’m getting dinner,” she said. 

“What’s the matter? It’s not time for dinner yet.” 

“I’ve got some things that have to be put on the stove.” 

Htf went to the kitchen and found her filling a kettle with water. 
“You’re angry with me,” he said. “Can’t you take a joke?” 

“I don’t think you were joking.” 

“Of course I was. I was knocking myself out with humour.” 

“What arc you going to tell Hopkins tomorrow?” 

“I don’t know. Why’s that so important all of a sudden?” 

She put the kettle on the stove and turned toward him suddenly. 
“I didn’t like the look of you sitting there in that big chair talking so 
damn smugly and cynically!” she said. “You looked disgusting! You 
looked like just the kind of guy you always used to hate. The guy 
with all the answers. The guy who has no respect for himself or any- 
one else!” 

“What do you want me to^o?” he asked quietly. “Do you want 
me to go in there tomorre w and tell Hopkins I think his speech is a 
farce?” 

“I don’t care what you tell him, but I don’t like the idea of your be- 
coming a cheap cynical yes-man and being so self-satisfied and ana- 
lytical about it. You never used to be like that.” 

“All right,” Tom said. “I’ll tell him I think his speech is absurd. 
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And he’ll decide Tm a nice honest guy who just happens to be no use 
to him at all.” 

“How do you know? Maybe he doesn’t like the speech either.” 

“Sure, it might turn out that way. I’ve got a fifty-fifty chance if I 
play it straight, but if I feel my way along, I have a ninety per cent 
chance of giving him what he wants.” 

“Maybe he just wants an honest opinion.” 

“That sounds real nice,” Tom said bitterly. “You don’t know how 
guys like Hopkins are.” 

“No, I don’t,” she said. 

“You haven’t even met him.” 

“No, I haven’t. What’s he ever done to convince you he’s dishon- 
est?” 

“I didn’t say he is dishonest.” 

“He is if you have to agree with him all the time to keep your job.” 

“That’s not true. A guy who disagreed with him most of the time 
simply wouldn’t be useful to him.” 

“Not if you were right and he was wrong— if it were that way, 
you could be damn useful by disagreeing. There’s no two ways about 
it: cither you think that he’d fire you for disagreeing, even if you 
were right, or you’re not sure you’re right. Either you’ve got no 
confidence in him, dr none in yourself. Which is it?” 

“Don’t be so righteous,” Tom said. “If you really want to know, 
I’m not too damn sure of cither him or myself. I don’t really know 
whether that speech will do whatever he wants it to do or not — 
maybe all the slick advertising guys will think it’s wonderful, and 
maybe that’s what he wants. I don’t know how he’d feel about a guy 
who diragreed with him. The point is, you’d have to take an awful 
chance to find out.” 

“And you don’t want to take a chance.” 

“You’re talking like a typical American woman,” Tom said dis- 
gustedly. “You want it both ways. ‘Don’t play it safe,’ you say, ‘and 
can we get a new car tomorrow?’ ” 

“You can’t imagine being honest and getting a raise for it.” 

“My Boy Scout days arc over,” Tom said doggedly. 
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‘^And so you’re going in there tomorrow and lie to the man if 
you figure that’s what he wants.” 

“You’re damn right I am.” 

“How long will it be before you decide it isn’t necessary to tell the 
truth to me?” 

The truth, Tom thought. The truth about what? The truth about 
Maria? Shall we all sit down now and tell each other the truth? Sud- 
denly he felt immensely angry. “You’ve had an easy life, Betsy,” he 
said in a deadly quiet voice. “You just stay here and take care of the 
ki3s and enjoy your moral indignation while I go in town every 
day to wrestle with guys like Hopkins. But don’t read me lectures. 
The truth is I’m doing the best I can with the world as I see it.” 

“Go to hell,** Betsy said with passion. 

“Thanks,” Tom replied. “Is that the last of your moral advice?” 

Betsy d»dn\ answer. She was pale and quiet all through dinner. 
After she had put the children to bed, Tom said to her, “Haven’t 
we been making an awful lot out of nothing?” 

“I ^css we have.” she said. “If you don’t mind, I think I’ll turn in. 
And if you’re going to sec Hopkins tomorrow, you better get a 
good night’s rest yourself.” 



Saul Bernstein walked into the First National Bank, which Vas the 
biggest building in South Ba)^ As a boy he had thought “the bank” 
a frightful monster, for he had often heard his parents worrying 
about whether it would take their store away, as though it were a 
giant who could reach out and rip the building from its founda- 
tions, but for two years now, he had been a member of the bank’s 
board of directors, and he no longer thought of it as anything but a 
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rather tired group of men trying to meet their responsibilities. He 
walked to the rear of the bank» opened a gate in a low partition 
there, and approached the desk of Walter Johnson, the president. 
"‘Good morning, Walt,” he said. “Fd like to Rnd out the bank balance 
of two men: a Mr. Thomas R. Rath and a Mr. Edward F. Schultz.” 

“Just a minute,” Jphnson said, and picked up his telephone. Bern- 
stein sat down. That morning h 2 had received in the mail from Ed- 
ward Schultz a photostat of a document written on the personal 
stationery of Mrs. Florence Rath. “To Whom It May Concern,” the 
document said. “In exchange for his services for the rest of my life, 
and in place of paying him a regular salary for same from this day 
forward, I hereby bequeath my entire possessions, including my 
house and land, to Edward F. Schultz, who has served me faithfully 
for more than thirty years.” This was typewritten, with the date, 
June 10, 1953. Florence Rath*s signature followed, written by a 
quavering hand. 

Bernstein had studied this and had carefully reread the long pre- 
cisely phrased will which Sims had sent him, a document which was 
dated January 18, 1948. Edward’s document was not a legal will like 
the one which left everything to Tom, Bernstein saw, but it might be 
considered a legal contract, and quite a case might be built on that. 
And regardless of the-legal technicalities, what had old Mrs. Rath in- 
tended.^ 

As he waited for Johnson to get him the figures he had requested, 
Bernstein reviewed for the hundredth time the possibilities, the dif- 
ferent combinations of circumstance, which theoretically could have 
led to contradictory documents. It was possible that old Mrs. Rath 
had siny^ly been forgetful, had made her bargain with Schultz and 
forgotten to tell her lawyer or grandson. It was possible she had de- 
liberately refrained from‘telling them,' for fear that their objections 
might be painful. On the other hand, she might have told her grand- 
son of the change, and young Rath might have decided simply to say 
nothing about it lo anyone, confident that his grandmother’s agree- 
ment with Schultz would be thrown out of court because of legal 
technicalities — because it bore the names of no witnesses to the sig- 
nature. And theoretically it was just as possible that the document 
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presented by Schultz was in some way a fake, although Bernstein 
was quite sure that Schultz’s lawyers would have had the signature 
examined before accepting the case. His real responsibility, Bernstein 
felt, was to discover which of these circumstances had actually hap- 
pened. Until he knew that, it would be impossible to tell what par- 
agraphs in the thick law books which lined the walls of his inner 
office should be chosen to justify a decision in the case. It was, of 
course, difficult to resurrect the past, but not impossible. In a small 
town the past clung to the present more permanently than in a big 
city. People’s footprints lasted longer before they were stamped out. 

The bank president wrote several figures on a pad. “Mr. Rath 
has a savings account with approximately nine thousand dollars in it, 
deposited on September 2, all in one cheque from a real-estate outfit 
in Westport,” he said. “Mr. Schultz has a savings account of ap- 
proximately seventy-eight thousand dollars, deposited here over a pe- 
riod of thirty years, in varying amounts on the third of each month.” 

“Are you sure.?” Bernstein asked in astonishment. 

“Tfcose arc the fif^uirs.” 

“Thank you,” Bernstein said. 

“Not a bit,” Johnson replied. He knew he was not supposed to 
give out such figures, but in South Bay a man who had demon- 
strated good intentions and the ability to keep his mouth shut could 
get any information he wanted. 

Bernstein walked slowly up Main Street. It was surprising how 
often bank balances helped to point the way toward justice. The fig- 
ures he had just learned might mean anything or nothing, but they 
at least rid his mind of the picture of the faithful impoverished old 
servant being cheated by a young heir. Here the servant was richer 
than the heir, all of which went to show, Bernstein reflecteef, that a 
man must guard himself against his own prejudices. And another 
thing: how could old Schultz have continued his deposits if he had 
had no salary for several months? And why were his monthly de- 
posits of “varying amounts”? Wouldn’t an employee with a regular 
salary tend to deposit the same sum every month? Perhaps he had 
cashed his cheques, spent varying amounts, and deposited the re- 
mainder, Bernstein thought, but it would be strange if such a hap- 
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hazard plan enabled a butler to save so much. How much had Mrs. 
Rath been paying him? Suddenly Bernstein had an idea. He hadn’t 
worked in a delicatessen all during his boyhood without learning 
anything. 

Quickening his pace, Bernstein walked to Hopeland’s Grocery 
Store, which specialized in luxury items. That is where Mrs. Rath 
would have been almost sure to order her groceries. He went to the 
room on the second floor where Julius Marvella, the manager, was 
busy reckoning his accounts. ''Morning, Julius,” he said. 

"What are you doing up here. Judge?” Julius replied, grinning. 
"Have you come to take me in ?” 

"Not today. I wondered if you could tell me something. Did old 
Mrs. Rath trade here?” 

"Nope — she went to Fritz’s place.” 

"Why?” 

Julius shrugged. 

"Did she ever trade here?” 

"A long time ago, when I was a kid. Then she changed.” 

"Do you know why?” 

Julius shrugged again. 

"Nobody’s going to get into trouble if you tell me,” Bernstein said. 
"And you won’t have to appear in court. I won’t mention your 
name.^ 

"Okay, Judge,” Julius said, "This guy Schultz did all her buying 
for her,. and he wanted kickbacks. He asked Pop to pad Mrs. Rath’s 
bill. Not just a little, mind you — ^Schultz wanted him to add twenty 
per cent every month and kick back fifteen per cent to him. You 
know hpw Pop was on that stuff. He threw the bastard out.” 

"Thanks,” Bernstein said. 

"I don’t know what Fritz did for him,” Julius said. “I’m making 
no charges — ^I’m just telling you what happened here. I don’t want to 
get Fritz into trouble. You know how it is. Judge — Fritz might get a 
chance to put me in a jam someday. It don’t pay to start things in a 
town like this. Wouldn’t be long before he found some way to knock 
me. 

“I won’t even have to talk to Fritz,” Bernstein said. Six years be* 
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fore he had successfully represented a man bringing suit against 
Fritz for padding bills. He thanked Julius again and continued on 
his way down Main Street. That clears up one thing, he thought — 
Schultz is dishonest. A piece of knowledge like that was a lot more 
help to Bernstein than the legal reviews that came to his office each 
month. 

Bernstein strolled around the town, chatting casually with shop- 
keepers, the manager of the movie theatre, the keepers of taverns, 
th^man who sold tickets at the railroad station, and many others. 
Within two hours he had accumulated a fairly complete dossier on 
Schultz. Five shopkeepers had reported that Schultz had tried to get 
them to pad bills. These five all had good reputations, and Schultz 
had not traded with them regularly. He had done most of his pur- 
chasing at stores whose proprietors Bernstein suspected, some be- 
cause of rumours he had heard, others because of their record. All this 
was perhaps less strange, Bernstein thought, than the fact that vir- 
tually no one could remember ever having seen Schultz spend 
money on himseK, or buy any entertainment. In the thirty years 
Schultz had lived in the house on the top of the hill, the taxi com- 
pany had rarely been called to bring him to town. He had never 
been seen in the movies or taverns and had not taken regular trips on 
the train. What had he done on his days off? Perhaps he’s a miser, 
Bernstein thought; perhaps he did nothing but save money. One 
couldn’t refuse to allow a man to inherit a house simply because he 
had padded bills and saved money, but Bernstein felt he was begin- 
ning to see the tortuous road to justice more clearly. 
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28 


It was a little after ten o’clock in the morning. “Mrs. Hopkins is on 
the wire, Mr. Hopkins,” Miss MacDonald said. “Will you take the 
call now?” 

“Of course!” Hopkins said. “Put her through.” 

“Ralph?” Helen’s voice broke in. 

“Hello, dear,” he said. “What can I do for you?” 

“Ralph, can you come out here? I want to talk to you.” 

“Sure,” he said. “Sure! I have sonne appointments, but 1 can break 
them. What time do you want me to be there?” 

“Try to get here for lunch. This is important, Ralph. It’s about 
Susan.” 

“Susan? What’s the matter with her?” , 

“She just told me she refuses to go to college. I’m worried about 
her, Ralph. I’ll talk to you about it when 1 see you.” 

“I’ll come right out,” he said. 

After telephoning Tom to postpone theii luncheon date, Hopkins 
had his chauffeur drive him to South Bay. As the car turned into his 
driveway, he tried not to look at the enormous low house, with one 
wing extending over the edge of the artificial harbour. His wife had 
had it built, had directed the architect herself, and Hopkins did 
not like the place — he detested anything which seemed to be made 
mostly for show. He had never complained about the house, how- 
ever, ai]/l did not intend to. 

A butler let Hopkins m, and a maid took his hat — that was an- 
other thing which bothered him about the house: there were always 
too many servants hanging around. He walked through the enor- 
mous living room, the entire east side of which was made of glass, to 
the library. Helen was sitting there alone. She was a short woman 
who had grown rather stout, but her face retained its delicate shape. 
Her greying brown hair was carefully arranged in a style a little too 
youthful for her, and she wore a severe black cocktail dress which 
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had been designed for a much slimmer figure. She got up a little 
nervously when Hopkins came into the room. She hadn't seen him 
for more than a month. 

“Hello, dear,” he said. “You’re looking grand!” He kissed her 
lightly. 

“Thanks for coming,” she said. “I’ve been terribly worried.” 

“Sit down,” he said. “Let’s have a drink. Do you have any liquor 
in here?” 

‘^ust pull the bell cord.” 

He pulled it, and a moment later a maid who had never seen 
Hopkins before came in. She was extremely nervous. “You rang, 
sir?” she asked. “Did you ring?” 

“Yes,” Hopkins replied, “Scotch on the rocks, please.” 

“I’ll have a Manhattan,” Heled said. 

The maid withdrew. 

“Is Susan here?” Hopkins asked. 

“No — she’s at some party out on Long Island. That’s what I want 
to tallc to you aboi>', Ralph. She’s at parties all the time.” 

“That’s natural, ' Hopkins said easily. “She’s young. I don’t see 
anything to worry about." 

“Well, I do!” Helen paused as the maid came in to set up a stand 
for a tray of drinks. 

“After this, please try to have a closet or something in here with 
some liquor in it,” Hopkins said to her. “I like to mix my own 
drinks.” 

“All right,” Helen said. “Anna, please sec about that in the morn- 
ing.” 

“Yes, Madam,” the maid said, passed the drinks, and withdrew. 

“I don’t think you understand the situation,” Helen said. “Have 
you ever thought about it?” 

“About what?” 

“About Susan! About the problems she’s going to have.” 

“It doesn’t seem to me that she’s in very difficult circumstances,” 
Hopkins said dryly. “When I was her age . . 

“You haven’t thought about it, then,” Helen interrupted. “It’s 
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time you did. What do you think is going to happen to her?” 

“Happen to her?” Hopkins said. “Nothing, I hope. I hope she 
marries and has a nice family.” 

“What chance do you think she has for that?” 

“Not bad, rd say. She’s pretty, and she won’t be exactly a pauper.” 

“No, she won’t be a pauper,” Helen said. “I’m glad you’ve thought 
about it at least that much!” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“To put it bluntly, your little daughter is probably going to be one 
of the richest young women in the country, and we haven’t done 
anything at all to prepare her for it. And if she keeps on the way 
she’s started, she’s going to get into a lot of trouble.” 

“I think you’re exaggerating,” he said. “Money is no reason why 
she has to get into trouble.” 

“What do you think would happen if you and I died tomorrow?” 

“Susan would inherit a lot of money, but she wouldn’t have to 
worry about it. My lawyers would take care of all that.” 

“For the rest of her life?” 

“If she wanted.” 

“You’re awfully willing to write her off as an incompetent,” Helen 
said. “The fact is that sooner or later the child’s going to have tre- 
mendous responsibilities, and she has enormous temptations right 
now. It’s our job to help her handle them ” 

“It’s too early for that,” Hopkins said. “Wait till she gets older. 
Then I’ll see that she learns something about investments and all 
the rest of it.” 

“It’s not investments I’m worried about!” Helen said. “Don’t you 
see what .a difference that money makes for her already? For one 
thing, everything she does gets in the newspapers! ‘Miss Susan 
Hopkins seen at the Stork Club last night.’ My God, any little joke 
she makes gets in the gossip columns. Don’t you read the papers?” 

“Not the gossip columns.” 

“Well, try them! You’ll learn a lot about your daughter. At the age 
of eighteen, she’s a celebrity!” 

“That’s inevitable,” he said. “She’ll learn to take it in her stride.” 

“And the men she goes out with!” Helen said. “They’re not just 
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nice healthy schoolboys — you should see them.. A man called for her 
here the other night who’s older than I ami” 

“Who?” 

“Byron Holgate, his name is. He drives a rhdiculous-looking auto- 
mobile, he's had two wives, and he sails in ocean races.” 

“I know Holgate,” Hopkins said. “He’s a fool. What’s she running 
around with him for?” 

“She’s not just running around with him in a casual way — she’s 
wit|i him half the time. I wouldn’t be surprised if she were thinking 
about marrying him. And the other people she :*>ecs aren’t much bet- 
ter — it’s the whole cafe society crowd. Do you know what she said 
to me the other day? She came in here dressed in some horrible 
thing she’d just bought, and she said, ‘Mother,, do you think I’m 
old for my age? I think boys my age are children.’ ” 

“All girls go through a stage like that.” 

“Nonsense! Most girls would like to, but they don’t get the chance. 
You have no idea what’s been going on. The other day a man who 
had a play opening on Broadway took her to the opening night with 
him. How can a college boy compete with that?” 

“Who was it?” 

“Michael Patterson, his name is. He’s forty-three years old and has 
three children. His wife divorced him last year.” 

“His play folded after three nights,” Hopkins said. “You shouldn’t 
let her run around with a crowd like that.” 

“How can I stop her? Do you want me to lock her in her room?” 

“Have yrtu had a talk with her?” 

“Sure I’ve talked with her! She says I’m old-fashiioned and she 
says . . Helen paused before she finished the sentence. “It’s rather 
funny,” she continued. “She says I’m nobody to talk, because my 
own marriage has been a failurtf.” 

“That’s not true,” Hopkins said quietly. “I consider our marriage a 
success.” 

“Let’s not go into that,” Helen said. “The point is, 1. can’t do any- 
thing with her. And I’ll tell you exactly what’s going^- to happen if 
she keeps on: she’s going to be one of those women who’s in and 
out of the divorce courts most of her life.” 
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think you’re being an alarmist,” he said. “She’s young and high- 
spirited. Give her a few years, and she’ll straighten out.” 

is she going to straighten out?” Helen demanded. “What 
kind of training is she getting? In the mornings she sleeps until 
lunch. She spends half the afternoon getting dressed. Most of the 
time she’s awake she’s getting entertained. Is that going to straighten 
her out? My God, she’s already complaining that she’s bored all the 
time. Bored, at eighteen!” 

“She ought to go to college,” Hopkins said. 

“Yesterday she flatly refused. College is for children, she said. She 
claimed most of the men she knows are more brilliant than college 
professors — I suppose she’s thinking of her playwright.” 

Hopkins finished his drink. “Tell that girl to bring a bottle and an 
ice bucket in here,” he said. 

Helen touched the bell pull, and a moment later the maid ap- 
peared. “You rang, Madam?” she asked. “Did you ring for me?” 

“Bring a bottle of Scotch and an ice bucket for Mr. Hopkins,” 
Helen said. 

“Certainly, Madam,” the girl replied, and scurried from the room. 

“That girl makes me nervous,” Hopkins said. “Where did you get 
her?” 

“She’s just inexperienced. I think she’s a little overawed by you.” 

“I like to mix my own drinks!” 

“Don’t get iirritable, dear,” Helen said. “It isn’t like you.” 

“I’m sorry,” Hopkins said. 

After the maid had brought the bottle of Scotch and the ice 
bucket, Hopkms filled his glass and took a long drink. “I think you 
better Jell Susan she simply has to go to college,” he said. 

“I have, and she told me not to be medieval. That’s exactly what 
she said.” 

“Maybe we've got to get a little tough with her. Tell her if she 
doesn’t go to college we’ll stop her allowance.” 

“I’ve already told her that,” Helen said patiently. “She said to go 
ahead. She said she’s already been offered a job singing with a band, 
and that she thinks she could get a screen test. And the funny thing 
is, she’s rights plenty of people would be willing to hire your daugh- 
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ter, and you tnight as well understand that. Simply because she’s 
your daughter, she’s not the same as other people. You’ve given her 
a problem, and it’s time you started helping her to handle it.” 

“I don’t sec what I can do,” Hopkins said. “She’s not a child any 
more. If she wants to ruin her own life, there’s not much cither of us 
can do about it. All we can do is watch, and if she runs wild, I’ll set 
up a small trust fund for her and put the rest into my foundation.” 

“The Ralph Hopkins Foundation!” Helen said bitterly. “That and 
the^»hcadlines about your daughter’s divorces will perpetuate your 
name.” 

“Let’s not get emotional,” Hopkins said. 

“I’m not emotional!” Helen replied, her voice rising. “I just want 
to discuss a few facts. Since they were born, you’ve left the upbring- 
ing of the children to me. I’ve done it alone, and up to now, I haven’t 
done a bad job. Bobiw was a good boy — you were never particularly 
aware of him, but he was. He got good marks in college, and he 
never got into any trouble, and he enlisted in the Marines because he 
thought it was the .Jghl thing to do. He didn’t even want a commis- 
sion — he wanted the hardest job he could get, and no favours from 
you!” 

Tears suddenly came to Helen’s eyes, as they still did quite often 
when she talked about her dead son. Hopkins got up and awkwardly 
put his arm around her. “You’ve done a wonderful job,” he said. 

“But Susan has me licked, and I need your help!” 

“I’ll try,” he said. “I don’t know what I can do. You know I’m no 
good at this sort of thing.” 

“You’re not stupid! This is a problem. All I’m asking is that you 
try to do something about it. It would help if Susan just knew you 
were trying. Don’t go back to^that office of yours and just forget 
about her. By God, if it will help you, think of her as a business prob- 
lem!” 

“I’ll do anything you want,” he said. 

“It’s not anything / want. I don’t know what to ask you to do. 
I just want you to figure something out for yourself.” 

“I’ll try,” he said. 

He handed her a clean handkerchief, and she wiped her face. 
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When she straightened up in her chair she was completely com- 
posed. "'I just want to tell you this/* she said quietly. 'Tm asking you 
for help. I haven’t done that for twenty-five years. I’ve got to admit I 
don’t think I’ll get it. What I really think is that you’ll go back to 
New York, and maybe have a talk with Susan, and then forget all 
about her and me too. What I want you to understand is this: if that 
happens, I’m through. I’ll get a divorce, on grounds of desertion.” 

“I’m going to try,” he said. 

“Trying isn’t enough. I don’t mean you’ve got to succeed with 
Susan, but you’ve got to do more than just make a halfhearted ef- 
fort to get yourself interested. And don’t come back to me and tell 
me you’re sorry, but you arc what you arc, and nothing can be done 
about it. You’ve got to give her time. Put her down on your calendar. 
Treat her as though she were something you were a trustee of!” 



At noon of the day finally set for Tom to have lunch with Hopkins 
to discuss the speech, Tom’s secretary came into his office and 
rather incredulously said, “There’s an elevator man here to sec you. 
He says his name is Gardella. Shall I tell him to come in?” 

“Yes,” Tom said. 

A /noment later Caesar entered, shut the door behind him, and 
rather self-consciously took off his nurple cap. 

“Hello, Caesar,” Tom said. “Nice to see you.” 

“Good morning, Mr. Rath,” Caesar replied. “We heard from 
Gina’s mother. It’s funny — I thought you’d want to know about it. 
She doesn’t know where Maria is.” 

“Doesn’t know?” 

“What I mean is, Maria and Louis and the boy — they’ve gone 
somewhere. They’re not in Rome any more, or at least they’re not 
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anywhere where Gina's mother can find them. She hasn’t heard a 
word from them for six months.” 

“What do you think happened?” 

“I don’t know. Things had been pretty hard for them for a long 
while. Louis was out of the hospital, but with his leg and all, he 
couldn’t get any work. Gina’s mother had been helping them out, 
and I guess that bothered Louis a lot. Louis’s a funny guy — ^he’s 
proud.” 

\om glanced out the window. He fotind it hard to look at Cae- 
sar. 

“Gina’s mother thinks they may have gone to Milan to look for 
work, and that they didn’t tell anybody they were leaving because 
they owed so much money,” Caesar continued. “Anyway, there’s no 
sign of them now. I thought you ought to know.” 

“Thanks,’ 1 om said. 

“Gina's mother has an aunt in Milan, and she’s asked her to look 
for them,” Caesar added. “She’ll let me know if they find them.” 

“I g&ess there’s rot much we can do now,” Tom said. 

“They’ll turn up eventually,” Caesar replied. “I’m sure of that. 
Gina has an awful lot of relatives over there. Louis’s funny — if he 
made some money, he’d come back and pay his debts. And if things 
went real bad, Maria would have to go to some relatives for help. 
Sooner or later she’ll turn up. I’ll let you know.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said. 

“Well, so long,” Caesar concluded, awkwardly put on his cap, 
and went out the door. 

Tom got up and walked over to the window. So they’ve disap- 
peared, he thought. I wonder if this is the way it will end — with no 
ending at all, with me never knowing what happened to ^hem. 
They’ll turn up, Caesar said. Sfomewhat to his own surprise, Tom 
found himself hoping they would — soon. The implications of that 
startled him a little, and he turned quickly to sit down at his desk. 
What would I do? he thought: what would I do if right now I knew 
they were starving and knew where to reach them? I couldn’t do 
anything without telling Betsy — ^wc’ve got joint bank accounts, 
both the savings and the current, and Betsy keeps much closer 
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track of the money than I do. I could take a few dollars out and 
make up some kind of excuse, sure, but not much and not regu- 
larly. And even if I could find a way to get the money without her 
knowing, it wouldn’t be fair to her. I’d have to tell her, he thought, 
rd have to tell her and pray to God she’d understand. 

How would you tell your wife a thing like that? he asked himself. 
Would you go up to her and say, “Look, honey. I’m sorry to have to 
say this, but during the war . . 

What would she do ? It suddenly seemed to him that his wife was 
a stranger whose actions he could not predict at all. I don’t know 
her, he thought with a kind of panic, I don’t really know my own 
wife at all. Poor Betsy! Betsy had never had anything happen to her 
which could possibly help her to undei stand a thing like that. Would 
she accuse him of being immoral? Would she cry? Would she be an- 
gry, jealous? Would she figure that the whole time they had spent 
together since the war had been a kind of living lie, and would she 
want a divorce? He simply could not imagine what she would do — 
he couldn’t picture himself telling her about Maria at all. Maybe I’ll 
never have to, he thought. Maria has disappeared as completely as 
though I had wished her away. She isn’t there any niore, or at least 
no one can find her — it is as though she never existed, I should .be 
glad Caesar can’t find her, he thought; I should be glad, I should 
feel immensely relieved. He put his hand up to his face and sud- 
denly realized he was praying like a child: Dear God, I want Maria 
to be all right. 

His thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the buzz of the inter- 
office communication box on his desk. He turned it on, and Ralph 
Hopkins’ cheery voice said, “Good morning, Tom! Ready to go to 
lunch Tiow? Bring along a copy of the speech!” 

“I’ll be there in a few minutes,” Yom said. 


Carrying the speech in its manila envelope, Tom stepped into one 
of the golden elevators. The secretaries in Hopkins’ office all smiled 
at him, and he smiled back. Hopkins came out almost immediately. 
“Glad you could make it, Tom!” he said. “How have you been?” 
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“Fine,” Tom said. “The hotel accommodations are all set for you in 
Atlantic City.” 

Hopkins started toward the elevators. “Did you read the speech?” 
he asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Fm looking forward to talking to you about it,” Hopkins replied. 
An elevator door rumbled open, and they both stepped in. The eleva- 
tor was crowded, and on the way down they both remained silent 

“^ow about the University Club for lunch?” Hopkins asked when 
they got out on the street. 

“That would be nice.” 

“Let’s walk — it’s a grand day,” Hopkins said, and strode rapidly up 
Fifth Avenue. 

I hope he doesn’t ask me what I think of the speech now, walking 
along Fifth Avenue in the sunshine, Tom thought. It would be very 
difficult for me to play games with him here and now. 

“Did you get a chance for a vacation this summer?” Hopkins 
asked? 

“No — I haven’t been on the job long enough,” Tom said. 

“I just got a couple of week-ends myself,” Hopkins replied. “Put in 
some good fishing, though. Have you ever tried landlocked salmon?” 

On the way to the University Club, Hopkins continued a pleasant 
line of chatter about fishing. They sat at a table in the corner of a 
high-ceilinged dining room. All around them earnest-appearing busi- 
nessmen ate and talked. A waiter bowed and took their order for 
cocktails. 

It isn’t quite as I pictured it, Tom thought. Such a respectable 
place for me to lie about a speech, and there really should be music. 

“Well, what do you think of the speech?” Hopkins asked fhildly. 

Parts of it are wonderful, "f'om started to say, but on the other 
hand • • . 

He didn’t say it. Instead, he glanced at Hopkins and saw that he 
was watching him intently. On his face was an expression of courte- 
ous attention, nothing more. There was a pause. 

“Would you care to order your luncheon now, sir?” a waiter asked. 
He spoke in a thick ItaUan accent. 
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**I guess we might as well/* Hopkins said. ‘‘What will you have, 
Tom?** 

“Anything,** Tom said. “1 guess Fd like some cold salmon.** 

“Scrambled eggs for me,** Hopkins said. “And a cup of tea.*’ 

The business of ordering luncheon took a few more minutes. A 
man at a near-by table laughed explosively. The hell with it, Tom 
thought suddenly, so clearly that he half thought he had said it. It 
doesn’t really matter. Here goes nothing. It will be interesting to see 
what happens. In defiance of his intentions, he heard himself saying 
aloud in a remarkably casual voice, “To tell you the truth, Mr. Hop- 
kins, I read the latest draft of your speech, and Fm afraid I question 
it pretty seriously.*’ 

“You do?*’ Hopkins asked. His face did not change expression. 

“Fm afraid I just don’t think it’8 a very good speech,’* Tom said 
flatly. 

“What do you think is the trouble with it?’* 

“It doesn’t say anything,*' Tom replied. “That’s the main trouble I 
had when I was trying to write it. The only point you really make is 
that mental health is important, and you can’t repeat that for thirty 
pages. And frankly, I don’t think an audience of physicians will react 
very well to slogans.’* 

“I see,’* Hopkins said. “What do you recommend that I do?’’v 

“1 chink you should come up with some concrete recommendations 
on how to solve mental-health problems,*’ Tom heard himself boom- 
ing confidently. 

“I believe that at some point Ogden already has me asking for more 
mental hospitals and research,’’ Hopkins said dryly. 

“But everybody knows that’s necessary — it’s another repetition of 
the obvious,’’ Tom said. “Qiuldn’t you give some ideas about how to 
get the research and the hospitals?’*' 

“Wait a minute,” Hopkins said with a trace of impatience. “Don’t 
let’s forget that I don’t know anything about concrete solutions for 
mental-health problems, and I don’t want to pretend that I do.” 

“But . . .” Tom began. 

“Wait a minute. I think you’ve put your finger on something. This 
draft of Bill Ogden’s rings false because it confuses the job of starting 
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a mental'health campaign with carrying it out. As you say, my audi- 
ence at Atlantic City certainly won’t need convincing that mental- 
health problems are important. But it would be just as phony for me 
to do a little quick research and come up with all kinds of recom- 
mendations in a field I don’t know anything about. Let’s go back to 
the original purpose of this speech. What I’m trying to do is to form 
a committee to publicize mental-health problems — that's a subject I 
do know something about. I’m going down to Atlantic City, not to 
coi^vince a lot of doctors that mental health is important, but to 
show them / know it’s important. I'm trying to make myself a rally- 
ing point, to bring the doctors and a committee of publicity boys to- 
gether. Somebody’s got to do it if anything’s ever really going to get 
done about mental health, and it looks as though the finger’s been 
pointed at me. It won’t be an ea‘sy job, but it’s a necessary one.” 

“I sec” lorn said. 

“Now, I can’t stand up and propose a committee right off the bat 
— that would be pushing it too hard and would invite misinterpreta- 
tion. ^ever forget .hat there arc always a million cynics ready to 
read the worst motives into anything we do. Before I try to start a 
committee, I have to demonstrate my interest and my availability. 
What this speech should say, in effect, is that I know the problem, 
and Barkus is willing if wanted. That’s all. Do you get the picture.^” 

“I think so,” Tom said. 

“All right. We’ve been way off base on this speech. Try it for me 
from scratch, will you^” 

“Be glad to,” Tom said. 

Hopkins turned his attention toward his scrambled eggs. Well, 
that’s that, Tom thought, feeling a peculiar sensation of letdown. 
It all happened awfully fast, and I’m not sure where it leaves us. 
Hopkins finished his eggs and glanced at his watch. “Say, I’ve got 
to hurry — some people arc waiting for me in my office,” he said. 
“Can you have something for me by the end of the week?” 

“I’ll certainly try,” Tom said, paused, and added, “I was wrong in 
advising you to make specific recommendations — I can see that.” 

Hopkins smiled. “You’ve helped me cut through a lot of fog on 
this,” he said. “Can’t thank you enough I” Waving cheerily, he pushed 
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his chair sharply backward, and at his usual brisk gait almost 
trotted from the room. 

That night when Tom got home to South Bay, Betsy immediately 
asked, “Did you see Hopkins?” 

“Yes,” Tom replied. 

“I suppose you told him his speech is great,” she said bitterly. 

“No, I didn’t.” 

“You didn’t?” Betsy asked, her voice quickening. 

“It didn’t go the way I expected it to at all,” Tom said. “I was 
completely honest with him, and I think he was with me. And 
what’s more, he cleared up a doubt I’ve always had in the back of 
my mind — he showed me he’s completely sincere about wanting to do 
something about mental-health problems. All this talk about his start- 
ing this committee just for a publicity build-up is a lot of nonsense 
— ^I’m sure about that now.” 

“You seem so astonished,” she said, laughing. “You sound almost 
disappointed.” ^ 

Tom grinned. “I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe I’ve been worrying 
too much about Hopkins’ honesty and not enough about my own. 
Anyway, from now on I’m going to play it straight with him, and 
we’ll see how it goes. I’m rather looking forward to fixing up that 
speech.” 

“Thank God!" Betsy said. “You know, for a while there, I wasn’t 
sure what kind of a man I had married.” 

Tom glanced at her sharply. “Don’t let’s go into that,” he said. 
“Let’s have a drink. How about mixing up some Martinis?” 
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30 


Hopkins had tried to arrange to have lunch with his daughter the 
day after he had talked to his wife, but Susan had been busy. Now 
he was due to meet her in his apartment in half an hour. At quarter 
after twelve he said to the motion-picture producer with whom he 
had spent the morning, “I’m sorry, but I’ve got to be going. Can I 
see you tomorrow?” 

“I’ve got to fly back to the Coast,” the producer said. “How about 
lunch?” 

“I’m sorry. I iust can’t today,” Hopkins said. “I’ll be in touch with 
you by phone.” 

The producer was an important man in the business, and he 
look^ a little hurt. Hopkins shook hands with him, apologized effu- 
sively, and dashed uir the elevator. Miss MacDonald had a taxi wait- 
ing for him. He gave the driver the address of his apartment and 
said, “Hurry.” 

When he got to his apartment, he let himself in and looked 
quickly around the big living room. No one was there. He walked 
through the dining room and poked his head into the kitchen, where 
the cook was fixing luncheon for two and the waitress was filling a 
silver bucket with ice cubes. “Has Miss Hopkins called?” he asked. 

“No, sir,” the waitress said. “No one’s called all morning.” 

He returned to the living room and sat down. When the waitress 
brought in the ice, he mixed himself a drink and glanced /it his 
watch. It was a quarter to one (He had talked over the telephone to 
Susan two days ago, and she had said she would be there at twelve- 
thirty. Well, anyone could be a quarter hour late. He glanced out the 
window and was suddenly seized with the fear that she simply would 
not come. Impatiently he got up, walked to his desk, and took out a 
draft of a promotion brochure. Picking a pencil from his pocket, he 
sat down and began to edit it. 


- 225 - 



A half hour later there was a timid knock on the door. He sprang 
from his chair, dashed across the room, and opened it. Susan stood 
there. "Hello,” slie said. ‘Tm sorry Fm late. The traffic . . .” 

"It’s all right!” he said. "Come in! Come in and sit down!” 

She walked hesitantly into the room, which she had seen only once 
before, long ago, after her father had taken her and her mother to 
the theatre. She was a slight, dark-haired girl with a good figure, 
who in a curiously elderly way leaned a little forward as she walked. 
Her face was beautiful, more because of an intense quality than any 
unusual symmetry of feature. She sat down and nervously lit a ciga- 
rette. "You wanted to talk to mc.^” she asked. 

"Yes,” he replied. “Have a drink. Ginger ale? Coca-Cola? Or 
something else? I guess you’re old enough to drink now, aren’t 
you?” 

“It seems so,” she said, smiling. "I’ll have bourbon on the rocks.” 

He mixed her the drink, fussing perhaps a little too long with the 
silver ice tongs and the little tray on which he put the glass^ After 
handing it to her and passing her a plate of canapes, he returned to 
his chair. She was glancing down into her glass with an abstracted 
look on her face, as though the glass were a crystal ball in which 
she could see her future. She is beautiful, he thought, and she’s no 
child any more. I’vfe got to handle this thing carefully. 

"1 suppose Mother told you I don’t want to go to college, and now 
you’re going to try to persuade me,” she said suddenly without look- 
ing up. 

“Of course I’m not!” Hopkins said without hesitation. “I don’t 
want you to go to college if you don’t want to'” 

H^ had answered automatically, from instinct and long training in 
the handling of people in spite of tlj e fact that he had of course in- 
tended to try to persuade her. She glanced up at him, surprised. 
“What do you want to see me for, then?” 

'The arguments he had planned could not be used now. "I just 
want to talk to you in general about your future,” he said. "Obvi- 
ously, there’s no point in our trying to send you to college if you 
don’t want to go, but what are you going to do?” 
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"1 don’t know,” she said, appearing a little confused. “I want to 
get married. Maybe before long.” 

“Anybody particular in mind?” 

“I’m not sure yet.” 

“After marriage, what?” 

She shrugged. “I’d like to travel,” she said. 

He sipped bis drink slowly. “I’ve got a problem I’ve never dis> 
cussed with you,” he said. “It’s a rather hard one to talk about, but 
perl^ps we should.” 

“What kind of a problem?" 

“It’s difficult to describe. You are aware, I suppose, that the world 
has treated me pretty well. Over the years, I have gradually accumu- 
lated a good many responsibilities. I have been lucky, because they 
came to me gradually, and I had {5lenty of time to learn how to han- 
dle them. 1 he curious thing is that all these accumulated responsi- 
bilities, or at least, a good many of them, could easily fall upon your 
shoulders quite suddenly, and you’ve had no opportunity to get ready 
fortheW . . .” 

“Are you talking about money?” 

“In part.” 

“I’m not interested in money. I think it’s a bore.” 

“No sane person is interested in money as such,” he said. 

“You’ve always seemed to be. I always thought it was all you were 
interested in. That’s what everybody says.” - 

“I’m sure they do,” he said. “Susan, what’s a million dollars?” 

She shrugged. 

“Go on — think about it and tell me.” 

“A lot of money, I guess,” 

“You’d be surprised how little. A million dollars is about fialf a 
small hospital. With a million dollars you could give all the children 
in a place like, say. South Korea, maybe one cupful of milk at each 
meal iot two days. It isn’t much, really, when you come to think of 
it, yet it represents the entire life earnings of about six average men 
— the whole working energy of six men during their entire lives. A 
million dollars is a lot of things. It’s a college education for maybe a 
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hundred boys. It’s a home of their own for maybe seventy-five peo* 
pie. It’s a pursuit plane for the Army, it’s a new television station, 
but one thing it’s not: it’s not something any intelligent person can 
consider a bore.” 

“You’re saying it’s power," she said. “I’m not interested in power, 
either.” 

“Of course not. Neither am I. I wasn’t trying to say money is 
power. I’m saying that when you hold a million dollars in your hand, 
you are in a very real sense holding the entire working lives of six 
men, and you better be damn careful what you do with it!” 

“Arc you trying to tell me you’re going to leave your money to 
charity?” 

“I don’t know. I’m saying that we’ve got a problem we ought to 
start working on together, a responsibility that is mine, which some- 
day may be yours. I got a lot of training before I was given any re- 
sponsibility, and I am appalled to think what you may have to do 
without any training at alL Susan, do you know I have a bad 
heart?” 

“No! No one told me.” 

“I never told your mother — there didn’t seem to be any point in 
worrying her. It’s not very bad, but it’s at least conceivable that I 
could die any time.. And frankly, Susan, leaving a lot of money to 
you would be like giving a gun to a baby!” 

“I’m not going to let that part of it worry me,” she said. “I hope 
nothing happens to you, but I’m not going to worry about money. 
I’m not going to let money ruin my life the way it’s ruined yours 
and Mother’s.” 

“Let’s at least be accurate,” he said dryly. “Money has not ruined 
your mother’s life, and it has not ruin(|(j mine. I’m not willing to con- 
cede that either your mother or I have been more unhappy than 
most pet^le, but if we have been, it’s not because of money. The 
xnoney has come as a by-product.” 

“It’s stupid, the way you work all the time!” she said. “You don’t 
know how to live. If I’d been Mother, I would have divorced you 
long ago. I don’t know why you have to work all the time— ever 
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since I can remember I I think you must have a guilt complex. 
You’re a masochistl” 

“Which of your friends is an amateur psychoanalyst? The play- 
wright?” 

“He understands people,” she said in confusion. 

“Tell him to stop trying to give pat explanations of men and 
women,” Hopkins replied. “If he had learned that, his play might not 
have closed down so quickly.” 

“4t was a great play!” she said. “The public just doesn’t . . 

“. . . appreciate great art,” Hopkins finished wryly for her. “I 
know. But Shakespeare didn’t do badly in his time, and not many 
good plays today shut down as soon as they open. If you want to 
know what the public wants, I’ll tell you: great art on the extremely 
rare occasions when it’s availablfc, but no phony art — they’d rather 
have good honest blood and thunder. The public doesn’t like fakers, 
and neither do I. If you want to meet some playwrights, tell me, and 
I’ll get some good ones up here for you.” 

There was a hri^l silence during which he got up and poured him- 
self another drink. While his back was turned she said passionately, 
“I want to get some happiness out of life! I don’t want to be like you 
and Mother. I want to have a good time. And no matter what you 
say, there’s nothing wrong with that!” 

He turned toward her slowly. “Of course there isn’t,” he said. “I 
just want to see that you set about it properly.” 

“I don’t need any help. Not from you, anyway. I don’t think 
you’re anyone to be giving lessons!” 

“I’m not trying to give you a lesson,” he said. “I think we’re get- 
ting a little off the subject. I’m talking about learning to handle re- 
sponsibilities.” ^ ' * 

“I don’t want to handle responsibilities. I want to get some fun out 
of life. It’s time somebody in this family did!” 

“How would you set about getting fun out of life?” 

“I’d give parties. I’d give beautiful parties. I wouldn’t try to change 
the world. I don’t have any God complex. I just want to have a 
good time!” 
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“You’ll get tired of parties/’ he said. 

“Maybe. But by then I’ll have had a good time!” 

She was breathing hard, and he saw that she was upset. “Believe 
me, I want you to have a good time,” he said gently, “but people 
who have that primarily in mind rarely accomplish it.” 

“What do you want me to do? You must have asked me up here 
alone for some reason. You never did anything like this before!** 

“Look, Susan,*’ he said. “I don’t want you to continue accusing me 
and your mother. I’m quite ready to admit that I’ve made a great 
many mistakes, and that a great many things arc the matter with 
me. I’m not apologizing to you — there would be no point to that. 
And there’s no point in continuous accusations. The main thing is for 
us to sec if we can start working together on what really arc com- 
mon problems. I can’t undo the past, but I’m going to try to be of 
more help to you in the future.” 

“How?” 

“I don’t know yet. Let’s think it over. I have a number of ideas. If 
you’d like, it might be nice if you moved into this apartment foi a 
while — we rould sec each other evenings. Perhaps it would he fun for 
your mother and you and me to take a trip together somewhere. 
Someday it might be possible for me to arrange for you to get sornc 
sort of job working closely with me, if you’d like that. We both 
should think this whole matter over.” 

“I don’t want to work with you!” 

“You don’t have to. I’m ]ust trying to think of ways in which you 
might get some tiainmg if you don’t want to go to college, and ways 
in which we might grow closer together.” 

“Why don’t you leave me alone ^ You always have!” 

“Susan,” he said quietly, “when I wps your age, I didn’t have much 
money, and nobody paid much attention to me. I had a good chance 
to grow up. Now I’ve made a lot of money — I’ve never thought 
about it in this way before, but I suppose that if everything I have 
were liquidated today, there would be more than five million dollars. 
I know this talk of money shocks you — undoubtedly you think it 
vulgar. But I think this is a time for plain talking. For better or for 
worse, you’re rich. It’s nothing for you to be ashamed of, or proud 
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of, or to worry about — it’s just a fact. Now there are two kinds of 
rich — foolish rich and responsible rich. Tve hated the foolish rich all 
my life, and Fve never seen anybody who was foolish rich and happy 
for long. It seems to me that youVe getting a good start on the way 
to being foolish rich. If you keep on the way your mother says you 
have been, you’re going to make yourself miserable. You’re going to 
get involved in a lot of half-baked marriages and divorces, and by 
the time you’re thirty, you’re going to find there’s no way in the 
W 9 rld for you to have a good time. A lot of this is my fault, but I 
refuse to go into that now. What I’m trying to do is help you and 
myself too. This is just as much my problem as it is yours, and I 
plan to do something about it. I’m asking your help.” 

She stared at him a moment. “Why are you doing this?” she asked 
finally. “Why the long spetchei all of a sudden?” 

“Because you’re my daughter,” he said. That sounded strangely 
inadequate, and he added awkwardly, “Because I love you.” 

“That’s not true!” she exclaimed. “Don’t be a hypocrite! You’ve 
har3ly bothered ' » sec me since I was born!” 

He was shocked at her vehemence. “People love in different ways,” 
he said. 

“Why can’t you be honest? You don’t love me and you don’t love 
Mother. I'o tell the truth, I don’t think you love anyone — I don’t 
think you love anyone in the whole world! And I don’t want to be 
like that!” 

Before he could say anything, she got up and fled from the apart- 
ment, slamming the door behind her. “Susie!” he called, getting up 
and following her. **Thafs not truer 

Frantically she rang for the elevator. He stood in the door of his 
apartment and said, “Come jpack and sit down. Let’s be rea&nable.” 

“I don’t want to be reasonable,” she replied. “You and Mother 
have been reasonable all your lives. I’m going to try something else.” 

Before he could answer, the elevator doors slid open, revealing the 
calm and aloof face of the girl who operated them. “Going down,” 
she said. Susan stepped into the elevator, and the doors rumbled shut 
behind her. Hopkins was left alone. 
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31 


Edward Schultz walked up the stairs to Judge Saul Bernstein’s 
office. He wore a shabby raincoat over his uniform. He had always 
had his uniforms provided by his employer and for years had refused 
to buy a suit to wear on his day off. He walked into Bernstein’s 
office boldly, without knocking, and stared for a moment at a man 
sitting m a wheel chair there. Then he turned and looked at Bern- 
stein, who was sitting behind his desk. “You wanted me?” he aske4 
harshly. 

“Yes,” Bernstein said calmly. “Sit down, Mr. Schultz” 

Edward remained standing. “Who’s he?” he demanded, jerking his 
thumb toward the man in the wheel chair. 

“This is Mr. Sims, Mr. Rath’s lawyer,” Bernstein said. “Sit down, 

i 

Mr. Schultz. We have some things we wish to talk over with you.” 

“Why isn’t my lawyer here?” 

“This isn’t a trial, and you are at liberty to call your lawyer when- 
ever you want,” Bernstein said. “I suggest that you hear what we 
have to say first.” , 

“We want to do you a favour,” Sims said icily. 

“A favour? What kind of a favour?” 

“We think we can save you money.” 

Edward sat down in the nearest chair. “What do you mean?” he 
asked. 

“We want to give you a preview of the hearings on this document 
you brought in signed by the late M^^s. Rath,” Sims said quietly. 
“We think that might save you money — lots of it.” 

“She signed it!” Edward said. 

“We know that,” Sims replied. “But by a curious coincidence, she 
never told anyone about it, and there are no witnesses to her signa- 
ture. Do you know why the law generally requires witnesses to a 
signature?” 

“It doesn’t always!” Edward said. “I read that any document can be 
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considered a will if in the opinion of the court it represents the inten- 
tion of the deceased.” He spoke in a monotone. 

“That’s true,” Sims replied gravely. “But there usually is some 
reason even for technicalities in the law. The reason that witnesses to 
a signature are generally required is that theoretically — theoretically, 
mind you — it would be possible for a man to trick an elderly woman 
into signing something without knowing it. I don’t say that happened 
in this case, mind you — I just say it’s theoretically possible.” 

^Tou can’t prove that.” 

“Of course not,” Sims replied soothingly. “Of course not. But if 
you persist in pressing your claim against the estate, there are a few 
facts I can prove, and I intend to bring them all before the court. 
For one thing, I intend to show it was part of your job to type up the 
cheques Mrs. Rath used to pay her bills and to submit them for her 
signature. 1 also intend to prove that her eyesight was extremely poor 
during her later years. And finally, Mr. Schultz, I will prove that 
you are dishonest.” 

“Aow?” 

“By presenting at least five witnesses who will swear that you 
asked them to pad bills,” Sims said mildly. 

Bernstein, who had been looking at Schultz’s face, glanced away. 
His stomach was hurting badly. 

“They’re lying,” Schultz said. 

“I doubt that the court would think so,” Sims continued evenly. 
“Our witnesses happen to be the most respected tradesmen in town. 
And there are other things we could look into. It might be interest- 
ing, for instance, to compare your bank balance with your income 
returns — that too might show you are dishonest.” 

Edward’s face went white.^|“You can’t . . .’’ he began. 

“Just keep quiet a moment,” Sims said. “I’m going to give you a 
chance to save your neck. If you withdraw this document of yours 
and sign a release giving up all claim to the Rath estate, you can get 
out of this by paying only a small fee to your lawyer for the trouble 
you’ve already caused him. It’s entirely possible, of course, that your 
lawyer will sue you for giving him a fraudulent case, but that will 
be between you and him. If you continue your suit he’ll be much 
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more likely to sue you himself, and that won’t be all. We may recon> 
sider and sue for all the bills which you’ve been padding during the 
last thirty years. If you pursue this fraudulent claim, you’ll walk out 
of here without a cent, and you may go to jaill” 

"Wait a minute,’’ Bernstein said. “You understand, Mr. Schultz, 
that we don’t want you to sign any sort of release if you feel further 
investigation would clear you of the suspicions Mr. Sims has formed. 
If you have a clear conscience, I suggest you sign nothing and that 
you call your lawyer immediately. If, on the other hand, you know 
that Mr. Sims’ suspicions are justified, you will probably be saving 
yourself and everyone concerned a lot of trouble if you drop your 
case here and now.’’ 

“I have prepared those papers,’’ Sims said, pointing to some neatly 
typed documents on Bernstein’s desk*. “It is an ordinary release, and 
by signing it you will give up all claim to the Rath estate. I’d like 
you to sign all five copies, and we’ll have a witness come in from next 
door.” 

Edward said nothing. 

“If you don’t sign, we’ll go ahead with our case,” Sims said. “I 
think I’ll start by impounding your bank account.” 

“You’re cheating me!” Edward said. 

“Then don’t sign ^nd get out of here,” Sims shot out. “If you 
think 7ou’re being cheated, call your lawyer, and we’ll get on with 
the case. In the long run I think we might get more out of you that 
way, anyhow. We might collect forty or fifty thousand dollars.” 

Without a word, Edward walked to Bernstein’s desk and seized the 
papers lying there. Standing like a speaker about to deliver an ad- 
dress, he read them, his lips moving slowly. Then he reached for a 
pen. - , 

“Wait a minute,” Bernstein said. “We want to call a witness." 

He picked up the telephone, and a moment later an elderly woman 
who served as a Notary Public and worked in an insurance office next 
door stepped in. With a trembling hand Edward signed his name to 
all five documents. When he had finished, he stood watching the 
Notary impress her seal on them. Then he suddenly turned and 
bolted out the door. 
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When the Notary Public had gone, Sims said, “That’s that ” 

“I’m glad it’s over,” Bernstein said, and sighed. 

“I’ll tell Tom Rath,’’ Sims said. “I’ll also tell him you deserve the 
credit for figuring this thing out.” 

“Oh, no!” Bernstein said in real alarm. “Don’t do that — in conduct- 
ing my own little investigation, I really exceeded the prerogatives of 
a judge. It wasn’t ethical at aiH” 

Sims laughed. “Now if you’ll help me down the stairs, I’ll go up 
^d see the Raths,” he said. “I imagine they’ll be happy to hear 
about this.” 

“Wait,” Bernstein said. “You might as well give them the bad 
news with the good. I’ve just been appointed a member of the Zon- 
ing Board, and although I can’t speak for the other members, I per- 
sonally wcu!d not like to consider a housing project unless the town 
votes for a new school. If the people here won’t build schools, we 
can’t bring in a lot of new families. Ask Rath to hold up on his 
hoi^sing project, at least until the vote on the school next month.” 


That same morning Tom finished a new, much shorter draft of 
the speech. For the first time he himself liked what he had written, 
and he was anxious to find if Hopkins approved. Only an hour 
after he had sent the speech up to Hopkins, the voice box on his 
desk buzzed, and when Tom flipped it on, Hopkins’ voice boomed, 
“Well, you’ve really done it, Tom! That’s just what I wanted. Let’s 
have lunch today by way of celebration.” 

“Thanks!” Tom said. “I’m glad we finally got it right.” 

“Come up in about ten minutes,” Hopkins said. “Bill Ogden will 
join us, and we can talk abo«tf plans for following up the speech.” 

Only about five mini^f^es after Tom had learned of this success, his 
telephone rang. It was Betsy, with the news that Edward had with- 
drawn his claim from the estate, and that in due time the house, 
land, and a small amount of money would be theirs. The two pieces 
of good news, arriving so close together, seemed extraordinary to 
Tom. “That’s wonderful!” he said several times to Betsy, and to him- 
self thought, I^et this be a lesson to me. Sometimes things really do 
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turn out all right. Grandmother was perfectly honest, and I never 
should have doubted her. 

“There’s only one thing for us to worry about now,” Betsy said 
after he had told her that he had successfully completed the speech. 
“Bernstein says we shouldn’t do anything about our housing project 
unless they pass a t)pnd issue for a new school. If they vote that down 
next month, it may be ages. To tell the truth, I don’t understand 
much about it — Bernstein says that in a few days there’s going to be 
a public hearing on the whole thing that we ought to go to. Any- 
way, don’t let’s worry about that now. Tonight we’re going to have a 
double celebration.” 

“That will be swell,” Tom said. “I’ve got to sec Hopkins now. 
Don’t cook anything tonight — let’s all go out somewhere.” 

He started up to Hopkins’ office. As soon as he got in the elevator, 
he saw Caesar at the controls. “Going up,” Caesar said in his deep 
voice. “Going up. Face the front, please.” 

The elevator was crowded. Tom edged toward Caesar. On this day 
of good luck, it seemed that anything could happen, and he half 
expected Caesar to tell him that he had just heard from Maria, that 
she was doing Hne and didn’t need any help at all. Instead, Caesar, 
who had a strong sense of propriety, barely glanced at him, and all 
he said was, “Floor, -please. Going up. Face the front.” 

He couldn’t have heard anything about Maria, Tom thought. If 
he had, he would have nodded to me or something. He hurried to 
Hopkins’ office, feeling somewhat subdued. 

Hopkins led the way to a taxi and told the driver to take them to 
the River Club, where they were going to meet Ogden. It was cold — 
the first cold day of autumn. Many of the women on the street were 
already wearing their fur coats. When ^cy passed St. Patrick’s Cathe- 
dral, Tom saw on the wide stone steps a worn woman with a shawl 
around her head leading a thin child, a little boy wearing only a 
light summer coat, which the wind was whipping around his legs. 
The cathedral looked like one which was not far from Maria’s apart- 
ment in Rome. Tom remembered the first time Maria had taken him 
there, two days after he had met her, and before he had known her 
very well— he had been surprised that a girl he had picked up in a 
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bar wanted to take him to church. She had been insistent about go- 
ing, and he had agreed, feeling, if anything, indulgent. The moment 
he had stepped into the cathedral that had changed. Somewhere 
an organ had been playing softly. The ceiling had arched up so high 
that it disappeared in the shadows. The air had smouldered with in- 
cense. Along the walls had been life-sized statues of saints, their 
faces exalted and serene. In front of the saints had been racks holding 
tiers of many short thick candles — ^at fifst glance, the whole interior 
of^he cathedral had seemed to be sparkling with innumerable small 
flames. He had never been in a Catholic church before and had 
watched, entranced, as one person after another stepped up to the 
statues of the saints, lit a candle, placed it carefully on the rack 
among all the others, then knelt in prayer. Taking him by the hand, 
Maria had led him to the statue of the Virgin and had made him 
kneel beside her. He had glanced from the simply carved but 
compassionate face of the statue to Maria, kneeling beside him with 
her lips moving silently, and he had felt no irony and no hypocrisy 
in kneeling before the Virgin with a girl he had picked up in a bar. 
After that he and Maria had gone to the cathedral often. He had 
said good-bye to her there. After he had received his orders to go, and 
after she had told him she expected a child, she had insisted that they 
go to the cathedral one more time together. And she had not prayed 
for herself — she had prayed for him. Knowing how scared he was 
of death, she had knelt with him before the Virgin, and she had 
prayed for him. “After you have gone, I will come here often and 
light a candle for you,” she had said. And he had cried — ^for the 
first time in his adult life he had cried when he said good-bye to her. 

Now, riding past St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York on this day 
of his good luck, Tom wond^cd whether she had Fit many candles 
for him. Now he was safe, and everything was turning out beauti- 
fully for him, but where was she? He had a sudden impulse to leap 
out of the moving taxicab, run into the cathedral, and light a candle 
for her. 

At luncheon Hopkins was c£Fusive in his praise of the speech, and 
Ogden gave even more satisfaction by seeming pained at the com- 
pliments Tom got, but the thoughts set in motion by the glimpse of 
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the worn woman with a thin little boy in the cold wind on the steps 
of St. Patrick’s Cathedral robbed Tom of a feeling of victory. -It is 
strange, he thought, that almost always there is so much irony in 
success. 

fundamental responsibility . . Hopkins was saying. 

“What.?” Tom asked, bringing himself back to the luncheon con- 
versation with difficulty^ 

“We people in the business of communications have a fundamental 
responsibility to bring key issues to the attention of the public,” Hop- 
kins continued. “I think this speech we’ve worked out is an excellent 
example. . . .” 

Tom couldn’t concentrate, and Hopkins* voice seemed to fade 
away. Maria, Tom thought, Maria, Somehow the very name sounded 
heartbrcakingly lonely and forlorn.*He felt as though he had been 
awakened suddenly in the night by the distant echo of a cry for help. 



It was eight-fifteen on the evening of the fifteenth of September. The 
Grand Ballroom of the big hotel in Atlantic City had been changed 
into an auditorium by filling it with rows of chairs. About fifteen 
hundred physicians were sitting there holding printed programmes on 
their laps. The room hummed with conversation, which gradually 
subsided as a tall, white-haired doctor^in a dinner coat stood up be- 
hind the lectern at the head of the room. The tali man stood there 
smiling until the room was quiet. “Gentlemen,” he said, “we have a 
distinguished speaker here tonight, a man whose influence is felt in 
almost every home in America-— every home which has a radio or 
television set. This is a man who without ever seeking personal fame 
has been behind almost every public-service advertising campaign 
which has taken place in the past twenty years. He has been one of 
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the leaders in marshalling public opinion in the fight against polio, 
heart disease, and cancer. He is not a physician himself, but I think 
it fair to say that indirectly he has been responsible for saving more 
lives than any of us. Gentlemen, I present to you Mr. Ralph 
Hopkins, president of the United Broadcasting Corporation!’* 

There was mild applause. Ralph Hopkins, who had been sitting in 
one of the front rows, walked to the platform and stood behind the 
lectern. He looked astonishingly small, almost frail. He placed a black 
notebook containing the speech Tom had written for him on the 
lectern, looked up, and coughed apologetically. Tom, sitting in a back 
row, thought with astonishment, He’s nervous — the poor guy doesn’t 
like to make speeches, and he’s scared. Hopkins waited until the ap- 
plause died down. Then in a small, unassuming voice, he said, “Dr. 
Stutgarten, and other distinguished physicians: it is a great pleasure 
for me to havt this opportunity to talk to you tonight. As a layman, 
I feel peculiarly honoured to be invited to .address this gathering of 
doctors. 1 will not keep you long. . . .” 

He paused. The audience waited without a sound. 

“Now, we laymen look at disease somewhat differently than you 
doctors do,” Hopkins continued in a firmer voice. “In the first place, 
we’re scared of disease and don’t like to talk about it much. When 
something goes wrong with us, we go to a doctor and put the whole 
burden on his shoulders. We don’t tend lo believe that there’s any- 
thing we can do alxjut disease ourselves, and almost the last thing 
which occurs to us is that the doctor might need help. Of course, 
there actually isn’t much a patient can do lo help his doctor, except 
to follow his advice, but there is, I think, a legitimate responsibility 
the public as a whole has toward its physicians. We laymen must 
make sure we have a broad urrierstanding of the problems the phy- 
sicians face and that the physicians have the tools they need to find 
solutions.” 

Hopkins looked up from his notebook to smile hesitantly at the 
audience, then glanced down again. “Now, the medical profession,” 
he went on, “has done wonders with the conquest of the physical 
diseases— we all know how -the human life expectancy has been ex- 
tended. But while this progress has been going on, the incidence of 
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mental illness has been rising, as we all know. The question I want 
to pose here tonight is whether there is anything the public could do 
to help the doctors conquer this problem. It is my belief that the 
public has failed the medical profession worst in this area, because 
the public is the most scared of mental illness and understands it 
least of all. I am wondering if something couldn’t be done to bring 
the problem of mental illness into the open and get together the funds 
necessary to make a major frontal attack upon it.” 

It was an odd sensation, Tom found, to sit in the audience and 
hear the words he had written come back to him. He did not feel 
very proprietary about the words. If I myself said them, they would 
mean little, he thought, but coming from Hopkins, they mean a lot. 
He listened as Hopkins continued to develop his theme. At the end 
of precisely twenty minutes, Hopkiiis concluded by saying, “There is • 
a possibility that some organization might be formed, similar in pur- 
pose to the March of Dimes, to subsidize research on mental disease, 
but, beyond that, to banish unreasonable fear. In such an effort, the 
medical profession would have to take the lead. I think you can be 
sure that those of us whose business it is to transmit information to 
the public will do everything we can to help.” 

He stopped abruptly and folded his notebook. The audience 
clapped politely, alnjost enthusiastically, and several doctors walked 
up to the lectern to congratulate him. Hopkins stood in the middle of 
a small circle of physicians, shaking hands and smiling. Then he 
moved slowly toward the lobby and, followed by a growing group of 
physicians, headed toward the elevators. 

Fifteen minutes later, Tom walked into the crowded living room 
of Hopkins’ suite and found Hopkins drinking with a group of the 
leadei^ of medical associations. Several of them were urging him to 
start a mental-health committee. “It’s nice of you. to suggest it,” he 
said. “I’m not at all sure I’m the man to take the leadership and I’m 
so pressed for time. . . .” 

“How do you think it went?” Tom asked Ogden, who was stand- 
ing in a corner sipping a highball, next to a vase of long-stemmed 
roses. 

“Fair,” Ogden said. “Just about fair, I’d say. The advance publicity 
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wasn’t much. Wc’ll sec what the morning papers do with it.” 

As it happened, the morning papers played the story up. Some of 
them put it on the front page, but Hopkins barely glanced at the 
clippings Ogden handed him. He seemed much more impressed by 
the many requests he got from doctors to start the committee. “I 
didn’t sense a bit of opposition,” he said to Tom. “I know that 
speech was a lot of work, but I think it’s done exactly what we in- 
tended.” 



Without warning, on September i6, Susan Hopkins eloped with 
Byron Holgate, an ageing playboy with an affectionate smile. Ralph 
Hopkins heard ab »ut it in his office on one of his own company’s 
three o’clock news broadcasts soon after he returned from Atlantic 
City. He immediately called his wife in South Bay. She answered the 
telephone herself. “Hello,” she said, and her voice sounded so dead 
that he knew she had heard about it and had not hurried to let him 
know. 

“I just heard about Susan,” he said. “I’ll be right out.” 

“No,” she said dully. 

“I want to.” 

There was no response. 

“I want to,” he said again. # 

“I know.” 

“I’ll be right out.” 

“I’m tired,” she said. “I’m terribly tired.” 

“Of course. Go to bed and I’ll sec you in an hour.” 

No answer. 

“I think I’ll stay out there- with you, Helen,” he said. “I think Fll 
give up the apartment here in town.” 
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There was a pause, and then, as though he hadn’t spoken, she 
said, “Ralph, will you do me a favour?” 

“Of course!” 

“Have one of your secretaries get me a ticket on one of those 
cruises that go around the world.” 

“I’ll go with you,’| he said. 

There was another long pause before she said, “That’s awfully nice 
of you, dear, but I think I want to be alone for a few months. I’m 
awfully tired.” 

“Of course,” he said. 

“One more thing. Could you get rid of this place out here ? I don’t 
know — ^with Susan gone, there doesn’t seem to be much point to it 
any more. I don’t want to have to worry about it.” 

“Leave it to me,” he said. “I’ll hai^e it put on the market, or think 
of something to do with it.” 

“Thank you, dear,” she said, and there was still another long pause. 

“I’m going to start driving out now,” he said. “I’ll see you in an 
hour.” 

“Ralph,” she replied, “would you mind waiting? I don’t know, I 
don’t want to talk to anybody right now. I just want to go to bed.” 

“I understand,” he said. 

“I’ll see you in a fpw days. Get me on a boat that leaves as soon 
as possible, will you?” 

"I’ll make all the arrangements.” 

“Thank you, dear,” she said quietly. “Good-bye.” 

Later that afternoon Miss MacDonald told Tom that Hopkins 
would like to see him that evening at seven o’clock. At two minutes 
after the hour, Tom knocked at Hopkins’ door. Hopkins opened it. 
He was alone, and to Tom’s surprise, he looked tired. He was pacing 
restlessly up and down the room jingling the change in his pockets 
and gesticulating as he talked. The first thing he said after greeting 
Tom was, “I’ve definitely decided to go ahead with this mental- 
health committee. I want to get rolling on it now fast." 

“Maybe we should start by . . .” Tom began. 

“Wait a minute,” Hopkins said. “Here’s what I want to do. I’m 
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going to expand it beyond the publicists— I want a really representa- 
tive group. Begin by asking about a dozen people to form an Ex- 
ploratory Committee— choose the people we’ll eventually want as 
trustees. For labour, Bill Krisky. For a Catholic, Fred Bellows. For a 
Jew, Abraham Goldberg. For a liberal, Mary Harkins. For a hard- 
shelled businessman, I’ll do. For a Democrat, Pete Cronin. For a Re- 
publican, Nat Higgins. How many is that?” 

“Seven,” Tom said. He was taking notes furiously. 

“All right. For a Negro, Herbert Shiw. For radio and television, 
I’ll do. Sam Peterson for newspapers. Ted Bailey for mass circula- 
tion magazines. We should haVe an intellectual: make it Harold 
Norton, up at Harvard.” 

“That’s eleven,” Tom said. 

“What are we missing? Oh, somebody from the movies. Ross 
Pattern. Make that the first twelve. Write letters of invitation to them 
tomorrow for my signature and find out a convenient day for all of 
us tc^mect at the Waldorf next month.” 

“Right,” Tom s^'ld. 

“Now an advisory medical panel. Make it seven members. The 
heads of all the major medical associations, and fill up the rest of 
it with the best psychiatrists — make sure you don’t get the crackpots.” 

“I’ve got a list all made up,” Tom said. 

“Fine — show it to me tomorrow. Now a tentative programme — en- 
close it with your letter of invitation. We’ll start with a broad pub- 
licity barrage aimed to make people more aware of mental-health 
problems. We’ll want spot announcements on both television and 
radio, all networks. Have films and records made to send out to 
the local stations. Get the agencies to work on the copy and bring 
me samples as soon as possibfljc. I’d play up the theme, 'An enemy 
in the dark is more dangerous than one in the light — ^bring the 
problem of mental illness into the open!’ That’s not the wording, of 
course — I’m just thinking out loud.” 

“I’ll get the agencies to work on it,” Tom said. 

“Start getting the National Mental Health Committee incorpo- 
rated.” 

“I’ve done the spade work on that already.” 
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“Good — make sure the lawyers have it done as soon as the Ex- 
ploratory Committee meets.” 

Hopkins continued to pace as he spoke. He ordered drafts of the 
preliminary programme readied for the foundations, lists of possible 
members, bylaws, and news releases announcing the formation of 
the committee. 

“Now the programme, ”he said.“First, your general publicity barrage 
— and while you’re on that, make sure that mats are sent to all 
newspapers and that plates are made up for the magazines. See if 
the Advertising Association will foot the bill. The advertising boys 
ought to arrange for outdoor posters and car cards for buses and 
subways, too. Second, we’ll want a small study group to develop a 
long-range plan for attacking the problem. I’ve already got founda- 
tion support lined up for that. Don't worry about the money on 
this — all the foundations are interested in the study part of it.” 

He paused, walked over to a table, and poured himself a drink. 
“Now Tom,” he said, “I want you to carry the ball on this^ You 
did a grand job on that speech — I think I can count on you. You’ve 
got the signal. I’m not going to be able to give this project much 
time, other than to arrange the financing and look over your plans 
just before they’re final. I’ve got several new projects underway. 
Wrap this whole thing up for me. Figure out the details for yourself. 
Just remember that nothing can go until after the Exploratory Com- 
mittee meets, but you’ve got to be ready to jump the next day. The 
Exploratory Committee won’t do anything but approve what we 
submit to them, and you can’t expect any work from them.” 

“We’ll get everything ready,” Tom said. 

“And while you’re making your publicity plans, don’t forget the 
outdoor advertising boys. I want this Campaign to break in all media 
within a week after the full committee is formed, and I want the 
full committee formed within a month after the Exploratory Com- 
mittee meets. So you’ve got to work fast.” 

“We can do it,” Tom replied. 

Hopkins smiled. “Thanks, Tom,” he said. 

Tom stood up to go. He was surprised when Hopkins added, 
“Don’t rush. Sit down and have a drink.” 
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“Sure,” Tom replied, sitting down again. “Sure.” Expecting more 
directions concerning the mental-health committee, he took his pad 
out of his pocket and held it ready. 

“Put that thing away,” Hopkins said, and then with unusual hes- 
itation in his voice, “I don’t know, I just thought it might be fun 
to sit and talk a little while.” 

“Of course,” Tom said, feeling curiously embarrassed. There was 
a moment of silence. Hopkins got up, mixed two strong highballs, 
and handed one to Tom. Tom was astonished to see him drink his 
very fast. The silence became painful. 

“Do you have any children.^” Hopkins asked suddenly. 

“Yes,” Tom said. 

“How many.?” 

“Three.” 

“That’s a Uice family,” Hopkins said. He mixed another drink 
for himself and to T om’s surprise stretched out comfortably on the 
couch. He seemed to be staring at Tom — he never turned his eyes 
away from him. On his fate was an expression Tom had never seen 
there before: a look of exhaustion, confusion, and, incongruously, 
great kindness. 

“Do you like working on this mental-health committee.?” Hop- 
kins asked after an awkward interval of silence. 

“Yes,” Tom said. “I like it very much.” 

“What arc your plans?” 

“I don’t know,” Tom replied, “I want to do my job here as well 
as I can, I guess, and see where it leads.” 

“That’s the best way. When I was your age, I didn’t have any 
plans — I was just thinking about the job at hand.” 

There was another interval «f silence, during which Hopkins ap- 
parently was thinking, but he never took his eyes off Tom’s face. 

“I had a son once,” Hopkins said suddenly. “He was killed in the 
war.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Tom said, although he had heard it 
before. 

“Were you in the war?’^ 

"Yes.” 
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‘‘Back in the First World War, I was a lieutenant, but I never 
got overseas. The war ended about two days after I got my com- 
mission.** 

“You were lucky.** 

“I guess I was,** Hopkins said. 

Tom sipped his drink. He was tense and wary, terribly conscious 
that it was important for Hopkins to like him. 

“How did you happen to get interested in working on this mental- 
health project?’* Hopkins asked abruptly. 

Tom started to say, “I’ve always been interested in mental health,** 
but he remembered how ridiculous that had sounded the last time 
he said it. I made up my mind 1 was going to play it straight with 
him, he thought, and I will. Aloud he said, “I was working over at 
the Schanenhauser Foundation. I needed more money, and a friend 
told me there was an opening in your public-relations department. I 
applied for it, and Mr. Walker steered me into this.** 

“That’s the way I got started in radio,** Hopkins said. “After I got 
out of the Army, I worked a few years for a brokerage house, and 
I hated it. A friend told me a magazine was hiring people. 1 
walked over there, and they didn’t have a place for me, but the 
personnel man said a new broadcasting company was being started 
in the same building. I walked in and was hired.’* 

There was a pause. “When I was a boy, I wanted to be an actor,*’ 
Hopkins continued, “a Shakespearean actor. That was my 'ambition 
for about five years. I used to try out for all the high-school plays, 
but I wasn’t much good, and they always got me to be stage man- 
ager.** 

“I don’t think I ever knew what 1 wanted to be,**'Tom replied. 

“I 'wonder whether this mental-health project is right for you,** 
Hopkins said contemplatively. “1 think you have a lot of 'capabilities. 
You look at things straight — I like the way you brought that speech 
down to the ground. And you’re at an important stage of your 
career. How old are you?** 

“Thirty-three.** 

“That’s an 'important age. In the next six or seven years, you 
should really be on your way.** 
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“Do you think there will be many opportunities with the mental- 
health committee?” 

“Yes — of a kind. Of course, there’s always a limit to that sort of 
thing. Organizations which don’t make money never pay much, and 
the top planning is done by volunteers. There’s a limit to how far 
you can go as a staff member on that sort of thing.” 

“What do you think I should do?” 

“I don’t know,” Hopkins said thoughtfully. '“It depends on what 
yog, want, I guess. Is money important to you?” 

“Yes.” 

“I could look around the company and see if I could find a spot 
for you.” 

“I’d appreciate that,” Tom said. Under Hopkins’ kindly but steady 
gaze he felt as tense as though he 'were waiting for a parachute 
jump. 

“The business wojld is different than it was when I was young,” 
Hopl^ins said. “It’s'tougher and more competitive.” 

“I guess it is.” 

“A young man has to get started right. The ideal thing is to 
find a job which always 'expects a little more than you can deliver, 
but not so much that you get snowed under. A job should always 
keep you straining at the limits of your abilities. That’s the way men 
learn.” 

“I guess it is,” Tom repeated. 

“How do you assess your own abilities? What do you lil{e best? 
If you could choose any branch of the business, w'hat would you 
take?” 

There was a pause while Tom wondered whether honesty sljould 
be pushed to the point of seff-deprcciation. I can’t* fool him, he 
thought — he’s not a guy 'who can be fooled. I’d better go on telling 
him the truth. “I don’t know what my abilities are,” he said. “I’d 
like to find out. I’m afraid that the branches of the broadcasting 
business I’d really enjoy 'are probably the ones I know least about, 
and if I got into them, I might not like them as much as I think.” 

“What arc they?” 

“I’d like to analyze the news,” Tom said, entirely to his own 
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astonishment. ‘‘I’d like to study the news and give my views on it* 
I know I 'don't have any qualifications at all for that kind of job.** 

Hopkins smiled wryly. “That’s like me wanting to be an actor,” 
he said. “If you wanted to be a news commentator, I’m afraid 
you’d probably have to put in 'a long apprenticeship on a newspaper, 
and there might be a good deal of voice training involved. There 
aren’t many jobs for news commentators — there arc at least a hun- 
dred applicants for every 'opening.” 

“I know,” Tom said, “but you asked me what I’d really like, and 
that came into my mind. It’s not a thing I’ve thought about. To tell 
you the truth. I’ve always just gone along taking what I could get.” 

“If you really wanted to broadcast news, and were willing to 
devote the time and effort to it, you probably could,” Hopkins said. 
“I’m afraid the job isn’t as good ‘ks you think it is. It pays com- 
paratively little, and unless you’re something special, it’s pretty rou- 
tine.” 

“I know,” Tom said. “With me, it’s probably just a case of far 
fields looking greener.” 

There was a pause, during which Tom regretted his frankness. 
I’ve made a fool of myself, he thought. I should have told him what 
I really want to be is a good administrator. That’s a field in which 
he could really help me. Hopkins’ ‘eyes were still upon him. It was 
disturbing, that steady, unabashed gaze, the eyes tired, the whole 
face exhausted, yet so curiously intense and kind. 

“How would you like to be my personal assistant?” Hopkins 
asked suddenly. 

“What?” 

“I mean, not just on this mental-health thing — someone to help 
me With everything I do. I don’t raally have a personal assistant. 
Walker is in public relations, and Ogden is going to be a vice- 
president before ‘long. I’ve never had a personal assistant — I’ve never 
wanted one. But I like the honesty of your approach, and it strikes 
me that you might be able to help out in many ways. The job would 
give you a chance to watch lots of operations in the company and 
see what you’re best fitted for. Who knows? Maybe you could learn 
something.” These last words were said with an attempt at jocosity 
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and sclf-disparagcmcnt which was utterly unlike Hopkins. Seeming 
ill at ease, he got up and poured himself another drink. 

“I’m sure I could learn a lot,” Tom said. “It would be a great 
opportunity.” 

Hopkins stood with his back toward him, putting ice in his glass. 
When he turned around, his briskness had returned, and he seemed 
his old self again. “I’ll talk to Bill Ogden about it in the morning,” 
he said. “We’ll see what we can work out. I’m afraid it’s getting 
latc^your wife will be angry at me. Thanks for coming up. It’s 
so nice of you to give up your evening.” 


When Tom got to Grand Central Station that night, he bought a 
paper to read on the train home. On the front page he saw a story 
about the marriage of Susan Hopkins to Byron Holgate, whose age 
was given as forty-eight, but who, in an accompanying photograph, 
looked much older. After reading the article, Tom folded the paper 
and sat thinking about Hopkins all the way home to South Bay. 
When he got to his house, he found Betsy waiting up for him. “Hop- 
kins wants me to leave the mental-health committee and become his 
personal assistant,” he said. 

“Why, that’s wonderful,” she replied. “What a marvellous oppor- 
tunity! It must mean he likes you.” 

“I guess it does.” 

“You don’t sound very excited about it.” 

“I don’t know,” Tom said. “I’m trying to figure it out. It is a 
marvellous opportunity — there’s no doubt about that. But I’m not 
sure I want to be given a job simply because a man likes me. I’m 
not sure it’s good business.” 

“What do you mean.?” 

“I don’t want to have to depend on somebody’s friendship. I want 
to feel that any time I want to quit a job, or any time my boss dies 
or retires, I can walk two doors down the street and get something 
as good or better. It’s not smart business to depend on friendship— 
it’s too risky.” 

“What makes you think he’s hiring you because of friendship.? He 
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liked that speech you wrote. He must think that you’re simply the 
best man for the job.” 

don’t know,” Tom said. “He’s never had a personal assistant 
before. And the way he was tonight — it’s hard to explain. He was 
trying to do something for me.” 

“Is there anything wrong with that?” 

“No — I should be grateful. But I don’t know what he can do for 
me. For a child, yes — a man can make sure a child gets a good 
education, and all the rest of it. But for another man, no. After all, 
what could Hopkins do for me? Keep me on as a ghost writer? 
I’d hate that as a full-time carcerc There’s nothing dishonest about 
ghost writing, really, but the whole idea of it makes me uncomfort- 
able. I don’t like being the shadow of another man. Should I ask 
him to give me a top administrative job? 1 wouldn’t know what to 
do with it if I had it. I must be getting old or something^I'm 
beginning to realize my limitations. I’m not a very good adminis- 
trator — not compared to guys like Hopkins and Ogden. I never will 
be, and the main reason is, I don’t want to be. This sounds like a 
silly way to put it, but I don’t think you can get to be a top admin- 
istrator without working every week-end for half your life, and I’d 
just as soon spend my week-ends with you and the kids,” 

“Some good administrators don’t work all the time.” 

“A few— damn few. It’s the fashion nowadays for them to pretend 
they don’t work as hard as they do. After all, running any big 
outfit is incredibly hard work. You know what a good administrator 
has to do? He has to keep a million details in his mind all at the 
same time, and he has to know how to juggle people. Why do you 
think Hopkins is great? Mainly, it’s because he never thinks about 
anything but his work, day and night, seven days a week, three 
hundred and sixty-five days a year. All geniuses are like that — there’s 
no mystery about it. The great painters, the great composers, the 
great scientists, and the great businessmen — they all have the same 
capacity for total absorption in their work. I like Hopkins — I admire 
him. But even if I could, I wouldn't want to be like him. I don’t 
want to get so wrapped up in a broadcasting business that I don’t 
care about anything else. And Tm afraid that in asking me to be his 
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personal assistant, he’s trying to make me be like him, and I know 
that’s foolish. I never could do it, and I don’t want to.” 

“Aren’t you making this awfully complicated.^” Betsy asked. “He’s 
offered you a better job. Maybe a raise will go with it.” 

“Maybe. But this is complicated! What it all comes down to is, 
what do we want? He asked me that tonight: what do I want? I 
tried to answer him straight, but I was too confused to think. He 
asked me whether money is important to me, and I said yes, but I 
forgjgt to say why. I want money to help us enjoy life, but that’s 
not what a guy like Hopkins wants. He doesn’t care any more about 
money than a good violinist does.^He’s totally absorbed in his work 
— nothing else matters to him. You could pay him in medals or in 
beans, you could put him in the middle of the Sahara Desert, and 
he’d still find some w^ay to go on working day and night. Something 
about the way he acted tonight scared me. It sounds crazy, but I 
think he wants to try to create me in his own image and I don’t 
want^ny part of it.” 

“What makes vou th.nk that?” 

“Figure it out for yourself. Hopkins doesn’t need a personal as- 
sistant — he has three secretaries and Ogden and Walker helping him 
already, and he’s always been careful to keep his relationship with 
all those people anything but personal. The whole time I’ve known 
him, he’s never had the slightest personal interest in me. And now 
all of a sudden he wants me to be bis personal assistant. Why?” 

“Because he likes that speech you did for him,” Betsy said. 

“Partly. But you know something? His daughter got married 
today — I read it in the paper on the \\ay home. And his son got 
killed in the war — I’d heard that, and he told me about it tonight. 
I think the poor guy’s just lonely, and he’s trying to hire a son.” 

“If that’s the way he feels, it could still be pretty good for you,” 
Betsy said. 

“I don’t think so. When he found I couldn’t ge^ to be like him, 
he might get sick of me — he might get sick of me pretty soon, any- 
way. You can’t tell. Playing with a guy like that is like petting a 
tiger — any time he wants to turn on you, he can. I don’t want to be 
in a position like that.” 
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“What arc you going to do, turn him down?” 

“No— that might hurt his feelings. As I say, this is like petting a 
tiger — ^you have to be awfully careful. And the funny part of it is, 
rd like to be his personal assistant for three reasons: I might learn 
something, it would be a good recommendation for anything else I 
wanted to do later, and I like the guy. I think I better take the Job, 
but I’m going to have to keep my fingers crossed — nobody can tell 
how it’s going to turn out. When he finds I have no idea in the 
world of trying to be like him, he may get mad — and then he may 
fire me altogether.” 



At quarter to seven the next morning Betsy came into the bath- 
room while Tom was shaving and said, “I don’t know what to do. 
Janey says she won’t go to school.” 

“She give any reason?” 

“No. She just woke up and announced that she wasn’t going. I 
told her that she had to, and she said she simply wouldn’t.” 

“Why don’t you let her stay home a day or two,” Tom said. “At 
her age it wouldn’t matter.” 

“If I let her stay home, Barbara will want to stay too — she’s not 
very happy about going herself. As a matter of fact, I wouldn’t be 
surprised if she wanted to go even less than Janey docs, but she’s 
different. She does wh M she thinks she has to do.” 

“I’ll talk to Janey,” Tom said. 

“The trouble is, I really don’t blame the child,” Betsy said. “It’s 
such an awful-looking school!” 

Tom wiped the soap off his face and walked to the bedroom his 
daughters shared. Janey was sitting on her bed, still dressed in her 
pyjamas. Her face was set in a determined expression, and her hands 
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were folded stubbornly in her lap. On the other side of the room 
Barbara was slowly getting dressed. Her face looked strained. 

“What*s the matter, kids?” Tom asked. “Janey, if you don’t hurry 
up and get dressed, you’re going to be late.” 

“I’m not going to school,” Janey said. 

“Why not?” 

“I’m just not going.” 

“You have to go,” Tom said. “There’s a law. Anyway, you 
wouldn’t want to grow up without knowing anything.” 

^’m not going,” Janey said. From her face he saw she was about 
to cry. 

“Did something happen at school yesterday?” 

“No.” 

“Was someone cross to you?” * 

“No.” She piiiscd before adding, “I’m afraid.” 

“Afraid of what?” 

‘“l^e hall.” 

“The hall? What do you mean?” 

Janey said nothing. 

“What’s the matter with the hall?” 

“Nothing,” Janey said. 

“I’ll take you to school today and you can show me the hall. Will 
that help?” 

Janey looked down at the floor, her face hopeless. She said noth- 
ing. 

“School is fun when you get used to it,” Tom said hesitantly. 
Still Janey said nothing, 

“If you’re a good girl and go nicely, I’ll bring you home a present 
tonight. I’ll bring you a surprisi.” 

“All right,” Janey said woefully. “If you’ll go with me.” 

“I’ll take you down,” Tc m said, and began to help her get dressed. 

At breakfast Betsy said, “1 can take her — you’ll miss your train if 
you go.” 

“I’ll take a later train,” Tom said. “There’s something about a 
hall that bothers Janey. I want to see this school.” 

Leaving Betsy at home with Pete, Tom put both his daughters in 
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the car and started down the road toward the school. He remem- 
bered being driven down the same road by a chauffeur during his 
own boyhood, only they had not stopped at the public school; they 
had gone beyond it to the South Bay Country Day School, where 
both Tom and his father had gone. The tuition had been six hun- 
dred dollars a year, even in the nineteen twenties. Tom wondered 
what it was now.ilt was ridiculous to feel that he had to send his 
children to a private school, he thought. In Westport, the public 
schools had been just as good as the private schools. 

The traffic got heavy as they neared the public school. It was 
a weather-beaten brick building of iVictorian design set in the middle 
of a black asphalt-covered play yard, part of which had been marked 
off to form a parking area. The school and its yard was surrounded 
by a high iron fence, as though it were a zoo. Tom drove through 
a gate and found a parking place adjoining the play yard, where 
children of widely varying age were running, jumping, and shouting 
together. He and his daughters walked up the front steps of the 
school and entered a narrow, high-ceilinged hall, the walls of which 
were painted a dull chocolate brown. The indefinable smell of an 
old school building was strong — sweat, chalk dust, and an incon- 
gruous trace of cheap perfume. 

Suddenly an electric bell rang, reverberating harshly against the 
bare walls. Immediately a horde of children rushed through the 
door which Tom had just entered and dashed down the hall. They 
continued to funnel in from the playground, jostling and pushing 
each other. The hall quickly became overcrowded, and someone 
said, “Don’t push!” in a high shrill voice. The children continued 
to jam in, and Tom felt a flash of claustrophobia. Janey clung 
tightlj to his hand. She looked scarcd.f‘This is the hall,” she said. 

'“Yesterday she got knocked down here,” Barbara volunteered. 

“It won’t happen again,” Tom said, his voice sounding false to 
himself. 

“I guess 1 better go now,” Barbara said. “My room’s upstairs.” 
She let go of Tom’s other hand and was immediately swept away 
in the cJrowd. A few minutes later Tom caught a glimpse of her 
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going up the stairs at the end of the hall, her small figure very 
erect. 

“Stay with me,” Janey said. 

“ril take you to your classroom,” Tom said. “Where is it?” 

Janey led the way to a crowded doorway and paused. Inside, Tom 
could see a small room with many desks jammed together. With so 
many children jostling by, it was hard'tf) stand still. Janey suddenly 
let go of his hand. “Thanks,” she said. He saw her go and sit at 
the very back of the room. 

When Tom got outside, the fresh air felt good. He drove to the 
station and walked up and duwn*lhe platform waiting for his train. 

They shouldn’t have a school budding like that, he thought. They 
shouldn’t have *a school like that for anybody's children. It wasn’t 
like that in Westport. It’s not just that I can’t afford to send my 
children to pii^'^te school. 

I wonder what kind of schools they have for the children of the 
pooy n Rome, he thought. Suddenly he remembered how easy things 
had been for him in his boyhood. The old South Bay Country Day 
School had had ten'or, at most, fifteen children in a class, and often 
the teachers had met with the pupils in the big living room of the 
old mansion which had been made into the school, and they had all 
sat in 'overstuffed chairs. How soft everything was made for me, he 
thought. Because his father had gone to the South Bay Country 
Day School, and because his grandmother had given generously to 
the school 'in the past, old Miss Trilly, the head mistress, had been 
especially kind to Tom and had once given a teacher a stern lecture 
for reprimanding him too harshly. Maybe it’s better for my kids to 
begin the way they are, he thought, as he paced up and down the 
platform of the railroad staifon. Maybe they’ll have less to learn 
later. 

''Rowdies! Young Rou dies! They come from the public school!'* 

He remembered those words being spoken in a high, slightly 
nasal, indignant voice by Miss Trilly — she had said them often. The 
public-school children had frequently invaded the playground of 
the Country Day School to play on the slides and swings. (Dccasion- 
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ally they had picked fights with the Country Day children, and this 
is what had inspired old Miss Trilly’s anger. 

“They’re from the public school!" she had said, incorporating a 
sly slur in the words which none of her pupils had missed. 

Tom wondered whether Janey and Barbara would ever sneak into 
the playground of the Country Day School to play on the slides and 
the swings, and whether Miss Trilly, or her successor, would say, 
“They’re 'from the public school!" 

It doesn’t really matter, he thought now, as he reached the end of 
the station platform and started to pace in the other direction. Peo- 
ple are tough, even children. But ^ood Lord, I ought to be able to 
do something. There’s no particular democratic virtue in jamming 
so many children into a school like that. Janey isn’t going to learn 
much by being knocked down in the hall. 

Money, I need money, he thought. If they don’t build a new 
public school, I should be able to afford a private school. I should 
get everything but money out of my head and really do a job for 
Hopkins. I ought to be at work now. He glanced at his watch* and 
saw it was quarter after nine — the train was late. 

Money, Tom thought. The housing project could make money, but 
it depends on re-zoning, and Bernstein says we shouldn’t ask for 
that until they vote on a new school. 

A new school, he thought — so much depends on that! Bernstein 
says there’s going to be a hearing on it and that a lot of people arc 
against it. I should find out all the details. I should work for a new 
school, and I should work harder for Hopkins, and I should be 
making plans for our housing project. Where did I ever get 'the idea 
that life is supposed to be anything but work ? A man’s work should 
be his, pleasure — I shouldn’t expect anything more. 

Far up the track the train blew its whistle. He joined a throng of 
men pushing to get aboard the train and, with chin 'on his chest, 
sat thinking about his daughters’ school. 
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35 


Two DAYS LATER, Tom movcd into Hopkins’ outer office. He sat at a 
desk in a corner — it had been necessary to move Miss MacDonald’s 
desk and those of the two typists to make room for him. Hopkins’ 
office had not been designed with accommodations for a personal as- 
sistant. Miss MacDonald seemed flustered by the change. She sat at 
her 3esk nervously thumbing thioujgh correspondence, and whenever 
Tom said anything to her, she answered with an exaggerated polite- 
ness which was almost worse than the coldness which Ogden dis- 
played. The two stenographers kept glancing from Miss MacDonald 
to Tom, as though they expected a battle to start between them. Tom 
missed his f/fivace office and his own secretary. In its exterior aspects, 
the change seemed more like a demotion than a promotion. 

A lialf hour after Tom arrived at his new desk, Hopkins came out 
of his inner office. “Good morning, Tom!” he said briskly. “Good to 
have you here!” 

“Good to be here!” Tom said. He had developed a hesitancy 
about whether to call Hopkins by his first name. “Mr. Hopkins” now 
sounded impolitely formal, and “Ralph” sounded brash. He avoided 
using cither name whenever possible. 

“I’ve got some correspondence I’d like you to answer for me,” Hop- 
kins said. “Miss MacDonald, you can give Mr. Rath the morning’s 
mail after I’ve looked it over and let him rough out the replies.” 

“Yes, sir,” Miss MacDonald said. 

Hopkins returned to his inner office. An hour later Miss Mac- 
Donald brought Tom a wire basket containing about thirty letters. 
Some were requests from charities, some suggested various new 
projects for United Broadcasting, and others concerned complex 
business transactions already underway. On the latter Hopkins had 
written in his small, neat handwriting, “See me.” On some of the 
simple requests he had written, “Tell him no,” and on otherj, “Tell 
him yes.” On still others he had written, “Maybe — don’t commit us.” 

Tom was not surprised at all this — ^hc knew that the stage aftef 
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having a girl to take dictation is to have someone to do the dictating. 
He had often written letters for Dick Haver at the Schanenhauscr 
Foundation. Calling one of the stenographers over to his desk, he be- 
gan the letters for Hopkins’ signature. In reply to a letter from a 
newly formed charity on which Hopkins had scribbled, “Tell him 
no,” he said, “I was most interested to see the information you sent 
me, and I certainly agree with you that this is an important and 
worthy endeavour, but it is necessary for us to plan ahead on this sort 
of thing, and I’m afraid that we’ve already committed ourselves so 
heavily on other similar projects that we won’t be able to include this 
one on our list of contributions no|v. I certainly hope your progiammc 
is successful, however, and at some later time we would be glad to 
give your needs thorough consideration. Sincerely, Ralph Hopkins, 
president, United Broadcasting Cerporation.” 

When he had several similar letters typed up, he sent them into 
Hopkins’ office. To his surprise, they came back almost immediately 
with carefully inked corrections on them. Most of the letters had 
been made a little more gracious, a little more informal, but dh the 
letter saying no to the charity, Hopkins had written to Tom, “Don’t 
agree with him that project is important and don’t wish him success. 
I never heard of this outfit. They might use my letter as an endorse- 
ment, and they might be phonies.” 

Tom glanced up, and, seeing that Miss MacDonald was looking at 
him smugly, he realized that she had been the one who had answered 
the letters before and that she was pleased to sec his work needed 
correction. He called the stenographer to his desk again and rcdic- 
tated the letters. 

A few moments later, Hopkins spoke to him through the intcr- 
officer^ommunication box. “Come in and bring the rest of the mail,” 
he said. Tom picked up the letters on which Hopkins had written, 
“See me,” and entered the inner office. Hopkins was pacing back and 
forth, looking ill at case. “The reason Fm having you start out on 
this mail is that I think it’s the best way for you to learn how I 
work and to get an idea of some of the projects we have underway,” 
he saidi “Now, take that letter from Richardson at the Henkel 
Manufacturing Corporation. That’s a long story. They manufacture 
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television sets which go out under various brand names. For some 
time we’ve been trying to work out a deal that will let us market 
our own sets — United Broadcasting Corporation sets. We’ve got two 
or three other companies interested in supplying the sets, but this is 
more than a matter of just getting bids. We’re trying to work out a 
deal where we tie in with some big retailing outfit. . . 

He talked on for a long time. To Tom, the whole subject seemed 
hopelessly complicated. “Anyway,” Hopkins concluded, “the point 
is, we’ve got to stall Richardson now without letting him think we’ve 
lost Interest. Tell him that several other people here want to study 
the specifications he sent us and\hat he’ll hear from us in a few 
days.” 

Hopkins went on to discuss this and other letters, while Tom took 
notes. By the time Tom got back*to his desk, his head was whirling. 

“Mr. Ogdv^n called you,” Miss MacDonald said. “He wants you to 
call him back.” 

“TJianks,” Tom replied, and immediately called Ogden. “Oh, 
Tom,” Ogden said. “Can you drop in at about ten tomorrow to re- 
view what you’ve done for the mental-health committee.^” 

“Sure,” Tom said. “I’ll be there.” 

“There was another call for you,” Miss MacDonald said as soon as 
Tom had hung up. “A Mr. Gardella. He said it was personal.” 

“Gardella?” 

“Yes. He left his number. He wants you to call him back.” 

Miss MacDonald handed him a slip of paper with an outside tele- 
phone number written on it. Tom dialled it himself. “Hello,” Caesar’s 
deep voice answered. 

“This is Tom Rath. Did you call me?” 

“Yes, Mr. Rath,” Caesar slid. “I just thought I ought to tell 
you. . . .” 

“Did you hear anything?” Tom interrupted. 

“No — not yet. I just thought I ought to tell you that I’ve got a 
new job. Gina and I got a job taking care of a new apartment build- 
ing over in Brooklyn — we’re going to be custodians. We get an apart- 
ment for ourselves with the deal and everything. Anyway, I probably 
won’t be around the United Broadcasting building much any moi^, 
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but I wanted to tell you that when we hear from Maria, we’ll let 
you know.” 

“You think you will hear?” 

“Sure, sooner or later. When Louis gets on his feet, they’ll get in 
touch with Gina’s mother. Anyway, I’ll let you know.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said, and hurriedly added, “I’m glad you’ve got a 
good job. I wish you luck.” 

“Same to you,” Gardella said. “Good-bye.” 

Tom put the telephone receiver down. Miss MacDonald was look- 
ing at him curiously. Quickly he picked up a letter lying on his desk 
and started to read it. So Caesaj^’s got a new job, he thought — I 
won’t be running into him on the elevators any more. Suddenly he 
felt sure he would never see or hear from Caesar again. So that is 
my punishment, he thought — I probably never will know what hap- 
pened to Maria and the boy. Maybe this is just retribution. The hard- 
est thing of all for me is going to be never to know. She and the boy 
could be starving. They could be dead. Or they could be getting 
along fine. How strange it is never to know. He picked up the 'piece 
of paper on which Miss MacDonald had written Caesar’s telephone 
number and carefully put it in his wallet. 


The next mornirfg Ogden said to Tom, “For the time being your 
duties as Mr. Hopkins’ personal assistant will be in addition to your 
work on the mental-health committee. We’ll start looking for some- 
one else for that, but until we find someone, it’s still your respon- 
sibility.” 

Tom hoped he’d go on and discuss an increase in salary. Instead, 
Ogden said, “As you know, Mr. Hofjcins wants to get cracking on 
the mental-health committee. Fill me in now. Where are we?” 

“I’ve been getting some tentative bylaws drawn up to show the ex- 
ploratory committee when it meets,” Tom said. 

“Good. How about a statement on the background of this com- 
mittee — something to tell how it got started.” 

“We haven’t discussed that,” Tom said. 

“You mean you haven’t even thought of it? It’s the first thing 
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Hopkins will want. How did this whole thing begin, anyhow? 
Everybody’s going to be asking that. You’ve got to answer it.” 

“I’ll work something out,” Tom said. 

“Have you got sample news releases announcing the formation of 
the committee?” 

“Yes.” 

“Suggested budget?” 

“Nothing yet,” Tom said. “We haven’t discussed that.” 

“Haven’t discussed it! Hasn’t it ever occurred to you that someone 
miglit inquire how much this whole operation is going to cost? 
What’s Mr. Hopkins going to say: ‘I’m sorry, but we hadn’t thought 
of that’?” 

“I’ll get some cost estimates together,” Tom said. 

“How about plans for staff? How much of a staff is this committee 
going to need when it gets going ^ You’re going to have to answer 
that before you can make out a tentative budget.” 

“Ikn sorry,” Tom said hotly, “but I’ve never been able to get a 
very clear idea of just how big a project Mr. Hopkins is planning!” 

“We’re suppose to do the planning for him! That’s what we’re 
paid for. Get some data together! How much of a staff does the polio 
outfit have, and what did it start with? How about the cancer outfit? 
What arc their budgets? You’ve got to think these things out for 
yourself I” 

“I’ll get some data together,” Tom said. 

“You better get cracking. This should have been done two months 
ago.” 

“I’ll do my best,” Tom said. 

There was an instant of silence before Ogden said, “Now listen, 
Tom. You wrote a darn good speech for Mr. Hopkins— I know that. 
And I know you’re Mr, Hopkins’ personal assistant now, but that 
doesn’t mean you can forget about this mental-health committee. It’s 
going to grow. Mr. Hopkins can’t be worrying about it all the time. 
He’s got to be able to rely on you.” 

Ogden paused, and Tom waited without saying anything. 

“Up till now,” Ogden continued, “there hasn’t been much we could 
do, but in the future, things will be different. There’s a big adminS- 
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trativc job to be done, and a big job of promotion. I of course won’t 
be the one to determine where you will fit into the structure-ulti- 
matcly, that will be up to you. It will depend on what you’ve shown 
us you can do. But if you’re going to be Hopkins’ personal assistant, 
you should get to the point where you anticipate his needs. Don’t 
wait for me to tell you.” 

“I understand,” Tom said. His face was hot. 

“Thanks for coming up,” Ogden said, and swung around in his 
swivel chair. Picking up the receiver of his telephone, he said, “Now, 
Miss Horton, you can put that call through to Denver.” He remained 
with his back turned while Tom get up and walked out of the room. 

When Tom returned to Hopkins’ outer office, the first thing he 
saw was a pile of about fifteen thick leather-bound books on his desk. 

“Mr. Hopkins asked me to give you those,” Miss MacDonald said. 
“They’re the company’s annual reports — there are two to a volume. 
He said he thought you’d like to go through them.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said. He sat down, picked up one of the books, 
and leafed through it. The pages were full of graphs and statistics 
showing the progress of United Broadcasting. Of course, he thought 
— I should be studying these. I should have asked for them myself. I 
bet Hopkins knows these by heart. Anyone who seriously intended to 
make this company his career should study its history. I should be 
spending every spare' minute on these. He tried to read one of the 
pages describing a complicated division of stock. His mind wandered 
— it was difficult material. I should be getting that work on the men- 
tal-health committee done first, he thought— my background leading 
should be done on evenings and week-ends. Work in the office on 
Saturdays and do your background reading on Sundays — ^hundreds 
do it. Jic glanced at his watch. It was*only eleven o’clock. Suddenly 
he longed for the day t( * be over — he was ashamed to find that for 
no particular reason he felt exhausted, and he wanted to go home and 
relax. An hour and a half until lunch, and then another five and a 
half hours before he could reasonably catch the train to South Bay. 
The big sweep hand on his wrist watch seemed to crawl with mad- 
dening slowness. Hopkins rarely left his office before seven o’clock, 
and Tom had sensed he was annoyed to find that Tom usually left 
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earlier. It was embarrassing to have to compete with Hopkins’ hours 
— it was like taking a Sunday-afternoon walk with a long-distance 
runner. The stereotyped notion of the earnest young man arriving 
early and leaving late, and the complacent boss dropping in for a few 
hours in the middle of the day to see how things were going was com- 
pletely reversed. 

Tom rolled a piece of paper into his typewriter and began to write 
a brief statement describing the origins of the mental-health commit- 
tee. After finishing it, he glanced at his watch again. Almost an hour 
before lunchtime — it was ridiculous to be so restless. I’ll bet Hopkins 
never was a clock watcher, he thought. 

“Don’t wish time away.” 

The sentence came abruptly to his mind. Who had said that? It’s 
just an old saying, he thought. “Don’t wish time away.” Suddenly he 
remembered sitrting with Maria in the abandoned villa so many years 
before, looking ac this same wrist watch and counting each second the 
way a miser might count his money. 

We didn’t wish time away, he thought. I’ve got to stop thinking 
about Maria. Tim^, hr thought — I need more time. I’ve got to get 
this work done for the committee, and I’ve got to read the annual 
reports, and I must get our housing project going. I’ve got no busi- 
ness wishing time away. 

Time, he thought; I wonder how much more time I’ve got^ I’m 
thirty-three years old; that’s the halfway point, really— I'm probably 
halfway through my life. What am I going to do during the other 
half, ride the commuters’ train, and read annual reports, and write 
endless letters for Hopkins or someone like him, and pride myself on 
working every week-end? Shall I make a full-time career of being 
Hopkins’ ghost? Is that wha^ I want? 

I don’t know, he thought — who the hell knows what he wants ? It’s 
ridiculous to think of the next thirty-three years stretching ahead like 
an endless uphill road. Don’t wish time away. 

There’s something wrong, he thought. There must be something 
drastically wrong when a man starts wishing time away. Time was 
given us like jewels to spend, and it’s the ultimate sacrilege ft) wish it 
away. He glanced at his watch and again found himself thinking j3f 
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Maria. She had not liked the watch. ‘Take it off,” she had said. “I 
hate to hear it ticking.” 

That had been in her room, only a few days before he had left 
Rome. “Tick tocki” she had said derisively. “Tick, tick, tick, tick, 
tick! I would like to break it! And the buckle scratches me.” 

He had taken it off and put it on the floor beside the bed. The 
room had been very dark, and the luminous dial had glowed like the 
eyes of a cat. 

“I can hear your heart beating,” he had said. 

“Kiss me. I don’t want you to hear my heart beating.” 

“I love the sound of your heartland the sound of your breath.” 

Tom’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the telephone ring- 
ing on his desk in the United Broadcasting building. He picked up 
the receiver. It was Betsy. “Hello,” she said cheerfully. “Can you 
get home a little early tonight?” 

“Why?” 

“The PTA is having a meeting in advance of the public hearing on 
the new school. We ought to go — Bernstein says rumours about our 
housing project have got around, and we may get involved in the dis- 
cussion tomorrow. We should get boned up on all the facts tonight.” 

“I’m afraid I won’t be able to make it tonight,” Tom said. “I’m 
going to have to stay here and work late this evening. I may not be 
home bntil after midnight. And don’t count on me for week-ends for 
a long while.” 

“Why? What’s happened?” 

“Nothing. 1 just have a lot of work to do.” 

“Can’t you do it some other time? This meeting is important^ 

“No. Don’t count on me. I’ll go to the hearing tomorrow, but I 
can’t go anywhere tonight.” 

“All right,” Betsy said resignedly, 

Tom put the receiver down and turned toward his typewriter. 
That school thing is important, he thought — I should be helping to 
work for it. How interconnected everything is! If we could get the 
school, inaybc we could get the housing project through and really 
make some money. Then maybe I could find and help Maria, and 
mi>ybe 1 could work something out with Hopkins. Maybe 1 could 
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find a good honest job with him which would pay me a decent liv- 
ing, but not require me to work day and night, pretending I w^ant 
to be some kind of a tycoon. What could I say to him ? Could I say, 
look, when you come right down to it. I’m just a nine-to-five guy, 
and I’m not interested in being much more, because life is too short, 
and I don’t want to work evenings and week-ends for ever ? Could 
a guy like Hopkins ever understand that? Damn it, Tom thought, 
I’m not lazy! If there were some cause worth working for, I might 
not mind so much. But what’s the great missionary spirit in United 
Broadcasting? It seemed to Tom suddenly that he had managed to 
get himself into a position whicli made it necessary to keep secrets 
from both his employer and his wife — that both, if they knew the 
truth about him, would abandon him. Maybe that’s why I’m on 
edge all the time, he thought-rl have to keep pretending. Maybe 
if I could tell Betsy about Maria, and if I felt that Hopkins really 
understood that I don’t want to get as wrapped up in my work as 
he is, then maybe I might relax. It’s no damn fun to keep the truth 
froA people. And it’s not fair to them. Damn it, I’m really cheating 
Hopkins — by agre.ing to become his personal assistant at all, I in 
effect promised him something I have no intention of delivering. 
Of course he'll be angry when he finds out! And I’m cheating Betsy 
too. I bet she doesn't like this kind of life any better than I do. It 
must not be much fun to have a husband as incommunicative as I’ve 
been. It’s funny how hard it is for us to understand each other! But 
how could I ever expect her really to forgive me for Maria and her 
boy? What would she say: “That’s all right, dear, don’t give it a 
second thought”? 

I’m wasting time, he thought — Fve got to get to work. The next 
thing to do, he decided, was |o write some introductory remarks for 
Hopkins to use at the first meeting of the exploratory committee on 
mental health. “It’s very kind of you to accept my invitation to meet 
here to discuss one of the great problems of the day,” he wrote. “It 
is my hope that from this meeting will stem . . 
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36 


On the evening of October 8, Tom and Betsy Rath went to the 
Town Hall in South Bay to attend the public heai mg on the proposed 
new school. The Town Hall was stuffv, and the people filing in from 
the commuting trains looked bored. The chair on which Tom sat was 
hard, and he was tired. He squirmed restlessly. Why is it that impor- 
tant public issues always have ^o be decided in places like this? he 
thought. Somehow the hard chairs, the smoky room, and the rum- 
pled coats of the wearv commuters didn't seem to be the right props 
for stirring decisions about an v thing. ‘ How long do you think this 
meeting will take?’ he asked Betsy. 

At five minutes after eight, Bernstein, who had been appointed 
moderator, walked out on a raised platform at the front of the hall. 
He foresaw an evening of bitter argument, and his stomach was al- 
ready beginning to ache. Sitting behind a wooden table, he picked up 
a gavel and tapped it lightly Gradually the big auditorium quieted 
down. “Good evening,’' Bernstein said ‘We have gathered here for a 
hearing on an eight-hundred thousand dollar bond issue which has 
been proposed for a new elementary school, and which we will vote 
on a week from today. The call for this meeting has been duly pub- 
lished in the newspaper, and I hereby make a motion that we dis- 
pense with readmg it.” 

“Motion seconded,” someone from the audience called. 

“All in favour say ‘Aye,’ ” Bernstein said. 

“Aye’” the audience thundered. 

“Nay?” Bernstein asked. 

“No*” a lone, derisive voice called, and the audience laughed. 

“The Ayes have it,” Bernstein said, and thought, They seem good 
humoured, but a crowd’s laughter can be a symptom of tension. He 
cleared his throat and said, “To begin the proceedings. Dr. Clyde 
Eustace, Superintendent of Schools, will tell why he belicycs a new 
elementary school is necessary.” 

Eustace, who had been sitting in the front row, climbed to the plat- 
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form. He was a large man, but his voice was surprisingly soft. “La- 
dies and gentlemen, it’s very simple,” he said. “Although the present 
elementary school building is badly overcrowded, the welfare of our 
children is only one question to be discussed tonight. Another basic 
issue is whether this town should be allowed to grow any more. If 
you build houses you have to build schools. The main thing I want 
to point out is that if you decide to vote no on this school, you arc 

voting against any further development of this community, and 
>» 

A tall, grey-haired man in the front row stood up. “Tm willing to 
fight it out on those grounds,” Iv# said. 

Bernstein banged his gavel. “Dr. Eustace has the floor!” he said 
sharply. 

Betsy glanced at Tom. “Who’s that"" she asked. 

“Parkington’s his name,” Tom replied. “He was an old friend of 
Grandmother's — thev used to feud all the time.” 

“Eustace doesn’t have to say any more,” Parkington persisted. 
“H?’s named the basic issue.” 

“Dr. Eustace will have the floor until I as moderator recognize 
someone else, and I have not yet recognized you, Mr. Parkington,” 
Bernstein said firmly, and banged his gavel again. “Dr. Eustace, 
please continue.” 

Parkington sat down. Eustace went on to give many facts and fig- 
ures about the need for a new school. He talked too long, and the 
tone of his voice became monotonous. As soon as he was through, 
Parkington stood up again. 

“All right, Mr. Parkington, you may have the floor now,” Bernstein 
said. 

“Let’s just go back to what»Dr. Eustace said a few moments ago,” 
Parkington began in a deep voice. “If you vote no on this school, you 
vote against further development of this community — and, if I may 
say so, against further deterioration. What I’m trying to tell everyone 
here tonight is that’s exactly what you should do.” 

“That’s bad for our housing project,” Tom whispered to Betsy. 
“Parkington’s nuts, but he’s pretty powerful around here.” 

“This has always been a good town, a beautiful town,” Parkington 
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continued passionately. “I was born and brought up here. I’ve never 
been able to understand why people move here because they like the 
place and then start to change it. This new school will send taxes up. 
That will drive the owners of big estates out. If the big estates arc 
broken up, housing projects will come in. Housing projects brmg 
more children than ^ey do money. The average small house owner 
pays the town only about a third of what it costs to educate his chil- 
dren. Who’s going to make up the difference'^” 

There u as a rising murmur from the audience, and several people 
tried to speak at once. Bernstein slammed the table with his gavel. 
“Mr Parkmgton still has the floor,” he said. “Do you wish to con- 
tinue, Mr. Parkmgton 

“Yes,” said Parkmgton. “I just want to point out that if this school 
IS built, It won’t be six months before another one is needed. I’ve 
heard a rumour that the old Rath estate is going to be made into a 
housing development. I’d like to come right out and ask Mr. Rath 
about that now. I know he’s here tonight, because I saw him c^mc 
in. He’s sitting right there in one of the back rows. How about it, 
Tom? Aren’t you just waiting for this school to go through, so you 
can get permission from the Zoning Board to cut up your land?” 

“Mr. Rath, would you care to comment?” Bernstein asked. His 
stomach was hurting quite badly now 

Slowly Tom stood up. There was a rustling sound throughout the 
auditorium as people twisted in their seats to see him He glanced at 
Betsy and saw she looked nervous. Mechanically he smiled at her. The 
hall seemed astonishingly quiet, and all faces were turned toward 
him. His mouth felt dry. “I didn’t come prepared to give a 
talk . . .” he began lamely. 

Somewhere in the crowd there was a snicker, which quickly grew 
into laughter. Bernstein tapped his gavel. “Mr. Rath, please step to the 
front of the hall,” he said. 

Awkwardly Tom edged his way to the aisle. The walk to the front 
of the auditorium seemed endless. Then he was on the platform fac- 
ing the ^ crowd, and the laughter subsided. The upturned faces 
blurred. It doesn’t really matter, he thought. Here goes nothing. It 
wHl be interestmg to see what happens. “All right,” he said suddenly 
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in a firm voice, “the rumour is true. I plan to ask the 2!k>ning Board 
for permission to start a housing project.” 

He pajjsed, and the hall was utterly silent. He couldn't find Betsy’s 
face in the crowd. He took a deep breath. “I don’t want my plans 
for a housing project to hurt the chances for this new school,” he 
said. “They ought to be decided as separate issues. A new school is 
needed right now. I’ve got two children in the old one, and I’ve seen 
it — ^it’s terrible. Let’s get the new school first and light the battle of 
my housing project later.” 

“^ut the school is an opening wedge!” Parkington interrupted. 
Bernstein banged his gavel. 

“Mr. Parkington,” Tom continued, “I think I see your point of 
view. I was born in South Bay too, and I like the town the way it 
is. As a matter of fact, I liked it* even better the way it used to be, 
didn’t you? It was prettier before the houses went up on the golf 
course. What I’m trying to say is, the town is changing, and we can’t 
take a vote to stop change. If the Zoning Board lets me start a hous- 
ing project. I’ll do everything possible to keep it from being un- 
sightly, or a finance a! drain on the town, but I don’t promise to keep 
my grandmother’s house and land unchanged. That’s impossible. 
And I hope you won’t leave the school we have today unchanged. 
As it stands today, it’s a disgrace to all of us.” 

There was mild applause as Tom stepped down from the platform. 
Almost immediately Parkington was on his feet. “I just want to warn 
everybody here that breaking up the Rath estate is just the begin- 
ning,” he said. “If we don’t hold taxes down, other big estates will go. 
I’ve just heard that the big place the president of a broadcasting com- 
pany built down by the water has been placed on the market.” 

“I know a little about that, apd k doesn’t have anything to dq^with 
schools or taxes,” Tom said quickly. 

“Maybe,” Parkington replied, “but if the big estates go, and we 
keep on building schools, our taxes will be doubled!” 

“I don’t think the big estates will go just because we build a new 
school, and even if they do, I don’t think we’re so poor and so help- 
less we can’t educate our children,” Tom said. 

“That sounds fine,” Parkington retorted heatedly, “but I’m telling 
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you here and now that if we replace the big estates with housing 
projects, South Bay will become a slum within ten years — a slum, I 
tell you, a slum!” 

He paused, and the silence was impressive. 

“I don’t agree with you,” Tom said quietly. “We won’t let the 
town become a slupi.” He started walking toward the back of the 
hall to rejoin Betsy. Immediately a dozen people were on their feet 
asking Bernstein for permission to be heard. Antonio liugala, the 
contractor, began an impassioned plea for increased business op[)or- 
tunities. For more than an hour the argument raged back and forth, 
the voices becoming louder and more stiident. Tom glanced at Betsy. 
She looked scared. How curious, he thought, that we should be so 
dependent — that so much of our future should depend on what all 
these shouting people decide. His head started to ache, and he longed 
for the cool air outside. 

Finally there was a pause. “Docs anyone have anything more to 
add about the construction of a new schooP” Bernstein ^sked 
wearily. 

Parkingion jumped to his feet again immediately. “To sum it all 
up, a vote for a school is a vote for a housing project Tom Rath 
admits he’s planning,” he said. “That’s a vote to make this town a 
slum!” 

Bernstein raised his gavel. “If there are no more opinions to be 
heard . . he said. 

“A slum!" Parkington repeated portentously. 

“I hereby declare this meeting at a . . Bernstein began. 

“Wail a minute!” Betsy called impetuously, and suddenly found 
\\eTse\t onYvet feet. Tom looked at her in astornshmeni and saw that 
\\er Uce was flushed. 

“Mrs. Rath has the floor,” Bernstein said. 

For an instant Betsy hesitated. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I just didn’t 

want this meeting to end with the word slum” 

The audience was attentive. 

“The children need a new school,” Betsy continued. “Don’t let our 

housing project be used as a weapon against . . 

o“This will be only the beginning . . Parkington interrupted. 
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“Mr. Parkington!” Betsy cut in with remarkable self-possession. ‘'I 
don’t think that growth will necessarily hurt the town. And although 
I may b« taking advantage of being a woman, I refuse to let you 
have the last word!” 

The audience laughed, and although Parkington said something, 
no one could hear him. Bernstein banged his gavel. Gradually the hall 
quieted. “I think we’ve heard the full expression of all relevant opin- 
ions,” Bernstein said. “I remind you that a week from today we vote 

on this issue. This meeting stands adjourned!” 

+ 

On the way out of the Town Hall, Betsy clung tightly to Tom’s 
arm, and he saw that she had been shaken. “I was proud of you,” he 
said. 

She smiled up at him. “I was ptoud of you too,” she replied. “You 
were wonderfu' ” 

Going home in the car she sat very close to him. After leaving the 
car in the old carriage house, they walked up to the house, arm in 
arm.*The sitter they had left with the children met them at the door, 
“There was a telephone call for you, Mr. Rath,” she said. “A Mr. 
Hopkins called from New York. He left his number and wants you 
to call him back.” 

Tom put the call through immediately. Hopkins answered the tele- 
phone himself. “Hello, Tom!” he said. “Sorry to bother you so I^ite, 
but I just decided to fly out to Hollywood tomorrow, and I thought 
you might like to go with me.” 

“Hollywood?” 

“Yes. We’re thinking of organizing a subsidiary company out there 
to produce some of our programmes on nim, and I have to go out. I 
thought it might be a good cl^ncc for you to come along wit^ me 
and learn sonaething about that end of the business/* * 

“Thanks,” Tom said. “I’d love to. How long will we be gone?” 

“Only four or five days. I’ve had reservations booked on Flight 
227 leaving La Guardia at ten in the morning. Meet me there.” 

“Certainly!” Tom said. “Certainly! Thanks very much.” 

He put the telephone down and said somewhat bewilde«edly to 
Betsy, “Hopkins wants me to fly out to Hollywood with him.” 
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"What for?” 

"I don't know. He thinks I should learn something about the com- 
pany’s operations out there.” 

"He really is trying to do something for you,” Betsy said. “This is 
a fantastic opportunity.” 

"I guess it is,” J’otn replied. “I hope I’ll be back in time for the 
school election.” 

“That’s not as important as this,” she said. “How long do you 
think you’ll be gone?” 

“Just four or five days, according to Hopkins. I hope it won’t be 
any longer.” 

Betsy sat down, looking suddenly solemn. “Gosh, it’s going to be 
lonely around here,” she said. “Do you realize that we haven’t been 
away from each other that long since the war?” 

“It will be lonely for me too,” Tom said, and sat down beside her. 
She had dressed up for the school meeting and was wearing a dark- 
blue dress with silver buttons. How young she looks, he thought — 
she looks almost as young as she did before the war. 

“I wish we had more time together,” she said. “Things have been 
so hectic lately.” 

“I know.” 

“When do you think you can get your vacation?” 

"1 guess I could get a week off any time 1 wanted.” 

“If things go well,” she said, “let’s see if we can get somebody like 
Mrs. Manter to come in and take care of the kids. I’d love to go off 
on a trip somewhere — just you and I alone together. We wouldn’t 
have to go far.” 

“It would be fun,” he said. 

“Maybe we could get a cottage up in Vermont. We could just go 
there and swim in a lake, maybe, and talk. The way things are going 
now, we hardly see each other, Tommy! I hate this business of your 
working every week-end. You’re always running for a train. Wc 
ought to just ^o off somewhere alone together. Wc haven’t done that 
for ages.” 

"Maybe we can.” He glanced at his watch. “It’s almost midnight,” 
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he said. “We better get to bed — FU have to leave here at eight in the 
morning to make that plane.” 

“Eight* hours,” she said. “We’ve got eight hours — that’s still quite 
a lot of time.” 

He glanced at her, startled. She smiled hesitantly at him. It was 
true: time had become precious again. 



The next morNiNg Tom got to the airport before Hopkins did. He 
waited at the gate where Flight 227 was posted. In a few mo- 
ments he saw Hopkins walking toward him. Hopkins looked small 
— a ^ort, almost frail-appearing man hurrying across the terminal, 
holding a huge hard leather briefcase in his hand. “Good morning, 
Tom!” he said briskly. “It’s good of you to come on such short 
notice as this!” 

“No trouble at all,” Tom replied, still avoiding the use of Hop- 
kins’ name, because he couldn’t make up his mind whether to call 
him “Ralph” or not. They walked aboard the plane, and Hopkins 
politely resisted the efforts of a stewardess to put his briefcase in 
the luggage compartment — it was so big that she thought it was a 
suitcase. No one aboard the plane recognized Hopkins. Tom had 
grown so used to seeing him deferred to in the United Broadcast- 
ing building that it was a shotk to see him treated like anyong else. 
Hopkins obviously didn’t mind — if anything, he appeared more 
diffident and more anxious to be polite than anyone else on the 
plane. He meekly allowed himself to be jostled away from the seat 
he was heading for, and when the stewardess offered him vomc 
chewing gum, he said, “Thank you— thank you very much, but 1 
think not. I don’t chew gum,” and smiled apologetically, being al* 
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most absurdly careful not to hurt her feelings. She smiled back at 
him. What a nice little man, she thought. 

Tom sat next to Hopkins. Even before the plane took off, Hop- 
kins opened his briefcase, took out a thick report in pale-blue cov- 
ers, and started to read. When the plane’s engines roared, and they 
taxied toward the /unway, he glanced up briefly. “This might in- 
terest you, Tom,” he said, leaned over, and took another report 
from his briefcase. “This is something Bill Ogden roughed out on 
our plan for a subsidiary company to put programmes on film — ^it’s 
still just in the tentative planning stage, of course.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said, accepting the document. As the plane 
rushed down the runway and lunged into the air, he opened the 
report. “On the basis of all available data, which is as yet incom- 
plete, there might be considerable Advantage in organizing an affil- 
iated company, rather than trying to do the job directly ourselves,” 
he read. He glanced out the window of the plane. Already they 
were at an altitude of about a thousand feet. He flexed his shoylder 
muscles, unconsciously trying to see if the parachute harness were 
strapped tight enough, then realized what he was doing, and smiled 
at himself. Sitting back, he tried to concentrate on Ogden’s report. 

After reading for two hours, Hopkins placed his briefcase on his 
lap and started writing memoranda with a pencil. He worked stead- 
ily throughout the long trip. When the plane finally landed in 
Hollywood, Tom felt tired, but Hopkins seemed energetic as ever. 
“We’re right on time,” he said with satisfaction, glancing at his 
watch. “Let’s go to the hotel and wash up. Then we’ve got some 
meetings scheduled.” 

At the hotel a suite of large rooms had been reserved for Hopkins 
with Sn adjoining private room and Bath for Tom. It was late, but 
Hopkins didn’t mention dinner. They left their bags and hurried to 
the executive offices of the United Broadcasting Corporation’s Hol- 
lywood building. Hopkins introduced Tom to a succession of men, 
all of whom ^Iked fast and with apparent urgency about matters 
Tom could hardly understand at all. He was glad when they went 
into a private dining room adjoining one of the offices and sat 
d^wn around a long table. In all, there were eight men present, and 

- 274 -. 



they all kept talking to Hopkins at once. A pretty waitress brought 
cocktails. 

“ril teJl you, Ralph,” a tall but rather paunchy man with the 
oddly apt name of Potkin said. “Like it or not, live shows are going 
out. In another ten years, the whole television business will be right 
here. You ought to be thinking in terms of moving your whole 
operation. If you don’t, it’s not going to be long before the tail out 
here starts wagging the dog in New York.” 

“I’m not convinced of that yet,” Hopkins said. “And that’s not 
the only consideration involved in setting up a subsidiary company. 
There are some legal angles to this. ...” 

On and on the conversation went. It was nine o’clock in the 
evening before it was over. “Come on over to my house for a drink,” 
Potkin said. 

“No,” Hoj^k*PS replied. “I’m a little tired. I think I’d better go 
back to the hotel and get some rest. Want to come, Tom?” 

“Sure,” Tom said. 

A '*taxi took them to the hotel. In the elevator Hopkins said, 
“Want to stop in for a nightcap before you turn in?” 

“That would be fine,” Tom replied. 

When they entered Hopkins’ suite, Tom saw that someone in 
the company’s Hollywood office had made all the arrangements he 
had made at Atlantic City the month before. On a tabic was a large 
vase of long-stemmed roses, and in the bedroom was an electric 
refrigerator and a cabinet holding a small bar. Tom suspected sud- 
denly that Hopkins had never asked for such elaborate fixings, 
that they were all the idea of Ogden or someone else trying to 
please him, and that Hopkins was simply too polite to object. He 
wished he could find out, but* there didn’t seem to be any \v«y to 
ask. Hopkins fixed two glasses of bourbon on the rocks and 
sprawled out on a sofa the way he had the night he and Tom had 
talked in his apartment. To his increasing discomfort, Tom found 
that Hopkins was staring at him again. There was the same mixture 
of tiredness and kindness on his face, the same steady gaze. Tom 
sipped his drink nervously.' 

“Well, what do you think?” Hopkins asked suddenly. 
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“About what?’’ 

“About this whole operation we’ve been talking about. Db you 
think we ought to set up a separate but affiliated organization?” 

“I don’t know,” Tom said. “There’s so much involved. . . .” 

“Of course — we can’t make a decision yet. How would you like 
to move out here ai\d work on this end of things for a year or so?” 

“What?” Tom asked in astonishment. 

“You could work with Potkin. He’s right about one thing — this 
end of the business is going to get increasingly important. If you 
put in a year or two on it, I think you might pick up a lot that would 
be useful when you came back to New York.” 

Several thoughts immediately flamed up in Tom’s mind. This is 
his way of getting rid of me, he suddenly knew — this personal as- 
sistant business is making him as* uncomfortable as it’s made me. 
But he’s still trying^to do something for me — ^now he just wants to 
do it at a distance, by remote control. It’s a great opportunity, he 
thought, but what would happen to our housing project? He was 
suddenly filled with the confusion of moving, putting his grand- 
mother’s house on the market to sell the quickest way possible, and 
looking for a place to live in Hollywood. Out of this welter of im- 
pressions came one word: no. He didn’t say it. Instead, he said, 
“Gosh, that’s a pretty big step. ...” 

“Don’t you like the idea?” 

Wait a minute, Tom thought. If I say no, he’s going to wonder 
what the devil to do with me in New York. I’ll be upsetting his 
whole scheme. If I buck him, he’s liable to turn on me. This is like 
petting a tiger. “I don’t know,” he said carefully. “I’d like to have 
a little time to think it over.” 

“Don’t you want to learn the busifiess?” Hopkins asked quietly, 
but with obvious import. 

“Of course . . .” Tom began. Then he paused and took a sip of 
his drink. The hell with it, he thought. There’s no point in pretend- 
ing. I’ve play^ it straight with him so far, and I might as well keep 
on. Anyway, he’s a guy who can’t be fooled. He glanced up and 
saw that Hopkins w£Cs smiling at him with great friendliness. Here 
gpes nothing, Tom thought, and the words came with a rush. 
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“Look, Ralph,” he said, using the first name unconsciously, “I 
don’t think I do want to learn the business. 1 don’t think I’m the 
kind of gliy who should try to be a big executive. I’ll say it frankly: 
I don’t think I have the willingness to make the sacrifices. I don’t 
want to give up the time. I’m trying to be honest about this. I 
want the money. Nobody likes money better than I do. But I’m 
just not the kind of guy who can work evenings and week-ends and 
all the rest of it for ever. I guess there’s even more to it than that. 
I’m not the kind of person who can get all wrapped up in a job — I 
can’t "'get myself convinced that my work is the most important 
thing in the world. I’ve been thfough one war. Maybe another 
one’s coming. If one is, I want to be able to look back and figure I 
spent the time between wars with my family, the way it should have 
been spent. Regardless of war, I -want to get the most out of the 
years I’ve got kfi. Maybe that sounds silly. It’s just that if I have 
to bury myself in a job every minute of my life, I don’t see any 
point to it. And I know that to do the kind of job you want 'me to 
do, 1*3 have to be willing to bury myself in it, and, well, I just don’t 
want to.” 

He paused, out of breath, half afraid to look at Hopkins. And 
then it happened — Hopkins gave a funny, high, indescribable little 
laugh which rose in the air and was cut off immediately. It was a 
laugh Tom never forgot, and it was followed by a moment of com- 
plete silence. Then Hopkins said in a low voice, “I’m glad you’re 
honest. I’ve always appreciated that quality in you.” 

It was Tom’s turn to laugh nervously. “Well, there it is,” he 
said. “I don’t know what I do now. Do you still want me to work 
for you.^” 

“Of course,” Hopkins said kindly, getting up and pouring himself 
another drink. “There are plenty of good positions where it’s not 
necessary for a man to put in an unusual amount of work. Now it’s 
just a matter of finding the right spot for you.” 

“I’m willing to look at it straight,” Tom said. “Therp arc a lot of 
contradictions in my own thinking I’ve got to face. In spite of 
everything I’ve said, I’m still 'ambitious. I want to get ahead as far 
as I possibly can without sacrificing my entire personal life.” 
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Hopkins stood with his back turned toward Tom, and when he 
spoke, his voice sounded curiously remote. “I think we can find 
something for you,” he said. “How would you like to go back to 
the mental-health committee? That will be developing into a small, 
permanent organization. I’m thinking of giving my house in South 
Bay to be its headquarters. That would be quite nice for you — you 
wouldn't even have any commuting. How would you like to be 
director of the outfit? That job would pay pretty well. I’d like to 
think I had a man with your integrity there, and I’ll be making 
all the major decisions.” 

“I’d be grateful,” Tom said in a low voice. 

Suddenly Hopkins whirled and faced him. Somebody has to do 
the big jobs!*' he said passionately. “This world was built by men 
like me! To really do a job, you hlave to live it, body and soul! You 
people who just give half your mind to your work are riding on 
our backs!” 

“I know it,” Tom said. 

Almost immediately Hopkins regained control of himself. A 
somewhat forced smile spread over his face. “Really, I don’t know 
why we’re taking all this so seriously,” he said. “I think you’ve made 
a good decision. You don’t have to worry about being stuck with a 
foundation job all' your life. I’ll be starting other projects. Wc^need 
men like you — I guess we need a few men who keep a sense of 
proportion.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said. 

Hopkins smiled again, this time with complete spontaneity. 
“Now if you’ll pardon me, I think I’ll go to bed,” he said. “It’s 
been a long day.” 



38 


The next morning Hopkins was friendly, but brisk and a little 
distant. “Good morning, Tom!” he said when they met for break- 
fast. “I find that Tve got to stay out here a little longer than I 
thought. There’s no reason why I should hold you up, though — 
you can fly back to New York any time you want.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said. “I guess I might as well take the first plane 
I can.” 

“Certainly!” Hopkins replied. “And thanks so much for coming 
out with me. Don’t worry about anything. In a couple of months 
we’ll have that mental-health committee set up, and I’m sure we 
can work o'li soinething good. I really meant it when I said we 
can use a man like )ou. I won’t keep you on the mental-health 
committee more than a few years — we’ll work out lots of new and 
exciting projects. I think the two of us will make a good team.” 

“I’m grateful,” lorn said. 

“By the way,” Hopkins concluded, handing him a large manila 
envelope. “Give this to Bill Ogden when you get back, will you? 
It’s just a few notes I’ve made on some projects he has underway, 
and I know he’s waiting to get my reaction.” 

“Sure,” Tom said. “Glad to. See you later, Ralph — see you when 
you gel back to New York.” 

Tom went to his room to pack. He glanced at the telephone. 
Half the night he had lam awake wanting to call Betsy to tell her 
about his conversation with Hopkins. He didn’t know why, but he 
didn’t want to wait any longer. Without knowing whether she 
would be disappointed or glad, or even whether she’d understand 
what had happened at all, he had an intense urge to communicate 
with her. On impulse, he picked up the receiver and placed the call. 

“It’ll be a few minutes,” the operator said. “I’ll rii^ you.” 

He sat down on the bed and waited. In a shorter time than he 
had expected, the telephone rang. “I* have your call to CAnnecti- 
cut,” the operator said. “Go ahead, please.” 
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“Betsy?” 

“Yes!” she replied, sounding marvellously close. “Is everything 
all right?” 

“Yes. Tm flying home today.” 

“Today? That’s wonderful! But why?” 

“Something’s happened,” he said. “I had a really frank talk with 
Ralph and I’m going back to work on the mentahhealth committee. 
I’m going to be its director, at least for a while. Then I’ll probably 
go on to something else With Ralph.” 

“Are you glad about it?” she asked, sounding bewildered. 

“Yes. I think it’s going to woik out fine. Ralph is a good guy, 
Betsy — ^an awfully good guy. Guys like that never get appreciated 
enough. I’m going to go on working with him, but he understands 
that I’m not built the way he is. You and I will have plenty of time 
to ourselves. No more working every week-end.” 

“It sounds grand,” she said. “Tell me all about it when you get 
home. And hurry back. I miss you.” 

“I’ll hurry,” he said. 

To his disappointment, he found he couldn’t get a plane until 
evening. He was tired, and after sending a wire to Betsy to say he 
wouldn’t be home until the next morning, he spent most of the 
day sleeping in his hotel room. As a result, he had difficulty sleeping 
on the plane. It was not a direct flight, and every few hours they 
landed at some big airport. During the night Tom had four cups 
of coffee in four different states. The plane wasn’t due in La Guar- 
dia until six-thirty in the morning, and head winds made it an 
hour late. Tom shaved with an electric razor provided by the stew- 
ardess. It would be almost nine o’clock by the time he got to 
Grand Central Station, he figured, and he better stop at the office 
at least long enough to give Hopkins’ envelope to Ogden before 
doing what he wanted to do, which was to rush home. 

Ogden seemed surprised to see him, but accepted the envelope 
without comment. Tom stopped at his desk in Hopkins* office to 
see if there were any calls for him. Miss MacDonald also seemed 
surprised to see him. “There’s a message on your desk,” she said. 
“I didn’t expect you back until the end of the week.” 
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Tom went to his desk. There was a typewritten memorandum 
from Miss MacDonald with yesterday’s date. “A Mr. Gardella 
called,” ihe had written. “He said it was important and asked me 
to have you call him as soon as you returned.” Caesar’s telephone 
number followed. Tom dialled it. 

“Hello,” a woman with an Italian accent answered. 

“Is Mr. Gardella there?” 

“Just a minute,” the woman said, and^Tom heard her calling, 
“Caesar! Caesar! Telephone for you!” She added something in 
Italian. There was a moment of silence, followed by the sound of 
heavy footsteps approaching the ^telephone. “Hello,” Caesar said 
in his deep voice. 

“This is Tom Rath. Did you call me?” 

“Yes, Mr. Rath. I heard from Maria. I’d like to see you.” 

“Is she all right?” 

“Things aren’t very good, Mr. Rath. Louis is dead. They went 
to Milan, just as I figured, and he got killed there, only a couple of 
weeks after he found a iob. They had a strike in the plant whore he 
was working. They’ve got a lot of Commies in Milan, and tlicy 
make a lot of trouble — there was a riot, and Louis got killed. With 
that leg of his, he couldn’t fight and he couldn’t run.” 

There was a pause. “Did you hear me, Mr. Rath?” Caesar asked. 

“I heard. I’m very sorry that Louis died. Are Maria and the boy 
all right?” 

“They’re back in Rome with Gina’s folks. They need help bad, 
Mr. Rath. I’d like to see you and kind of talk it over. Gina and I do 
what we can to help, but you know how it is. We’ve got three kids 
of our own. We’d all sure appreciate it if you could do something.” 

There was a moment of sitence before Tom said, “When ^can I 
see you?” 

“How about lunch today?” 

“I’ll meet you here in the lobby by the information booth, where 
we met last time,” Tom said. “Twelve-thirty for lunclj. Will that be 
okay?” 

“Sure, Mr. Rath. I’ll be there.” 

’ Thanks,” Tom said, and hung up. I’ll have to tell Betsy after |)1, 
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he thought. I hope this housing project goes through. Then we’d 
have plenty of money, and it would be easier to tell her. 

I won’t tell her now, he thought. Not tonight. I might as well 
wait until the school vote goes through. It would be easier to tell 
her then, when we knew we were going to be all right ourselves. 

What will I dp if the housing project fails? he thought. If it 
doesn’t work, we’ll just have my salary, and is it fair to ask Betsy to 
share that with some woman I met during the war? She’d never 
do that — ^no woman would! 

Tom glanced at the telephone. He wished he didn’t have to see 
Betsy until he could tell her abo& Maria — he didn’t want to have 
to keep secrets from her any more. The eagerness to go home had 
left him. He telephoned Betsy and told her he had to stay in town 
for a business lunch. 

‘‘Oh!” she said, sounding disappointed. “Do you really have to?” 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“You sound funny. Is everything all right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you angry at me or something? You sound so funny.” 

“I’m not angry,” he said. “I just have to sec a guy. This is a 
thing I simply have to do.” 

At twelve-thirty Tom got into one of the golden elevators and 
rode down to the lobby of the United Broadcasting building, Cae- 
sar Gardclla, dressed in a dark-blue business suit, was waiting for 
him at the information booth. Caesar smiled cmbarrassedly when 
he saw him. “Do you want to go to that Mexican place again?” he 
asked. 

“I guess so,” Tom said. 

They walked across Rockefeller Plaza in silence. When they got 
to the restaurant, they sat down in the same booth they had oc- 
cupied before. 

“Two double Black and White’s,” Tom said to the waiter. 
When the drinks arrived, he said to Caesar, “Is there anything more 
you can KtW me about Maria?” 

“It’s just that she and the boy are living with Gina’s folks,” Caesar 
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said. “I guess they’re well enough. I don’t know whether I should 
have done it or not, but there didn’t seem to be any point in calling 
you unltss . . 

“What did you do?’’ 

“I told Gina’s mother that I had run into you here in New York, 
and I asked her to talk to Maria about it and see if Maria would 
take any help from you if you were willing to give it.” 

“What did Maria say?” 

“She sent me a letter to give you. I didn’t open it, but Gina’s 
mofher says . . 

“You have a letter for me?” 

“Yes.” Caesar put his hand in his breast pocket and took out a 
rather soiled envelope with Tom’s full name written in black ink 
across the front in large, slanting letters. Tom tore it oppn. He took 
out a single letter folded around a snapshot wrapped in tissue 
paper. He looked at the snapshot first. It showed a plainly dressed 
woman, quite stout and almost middle-aged, whom he dimly rec- 
ognized as Maria, and standing beside her was a boy, a thin little 
boy all dressed up, with a cap on his head, and a shirt with a wide 
collar, and a little tight-fitting jacket, and short trousers. With his 
queer old-fashioned clothes, and his slender big-eyed face, and with 
his shockingly familiar forehead and nose and mouth, he looked 
like one of the faded photographs Tom’s grandmother had kept of 
“The Senator” as a child. Tom stared at the snapshot and then 
with trembling hands quickly stuffed it back into the envelope and 
unfolded the letter. Apparently Maria had dictated it to someone 
— the grammar and spelling were all correct. 

“Dear Tom,” the letter said, “I do not like this, but I don’t 
know what to do. For myself I do not need help, but there ^is the 
boy. Anything you could do for him would be frorh heaven. 1 am'" 
ashamed to ask you, but we were never proud with each other, so 
perhaps you will understand. The boy needs help. He is a good 
boy. He studies well. I am sending you this picture that Louis took 
last year. Do not think we are trying to make trouble for you, I 
leave this in the hands of God.” 

The letter was signed, “Maria Lapa.” Tom took a drink before 
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folding it carefully and putting it back in the envelope with the 
photograph. He put the envelope in his inside coat pocket, glanced 
up, and saw that Caesar was discreetly staring at the waU. There 
was a heavy silence. 

“Caesar,” Tom said suddenly, “can I have some time to think 
this over?” 

“Sure, Mr. Rath,” Caesar replied. “Nobody’s trying to hurry you. 
We don’t want you to do anything you don’t think should be 
done.” 

“How much do you think I should send?” 

“Anything would help. Gina aili I have been sending ten dollars 
a month to her mother. Ten dollars a month is a lot of money in 
Rome.” 

“How mijch would Maria need to raise that boy decently?” 

Caesar shrugged his shoulders. “Maria will probably go on living 
with Gina’s mother,” he said. “If you sent her a hundred dollars 
a month, she could do an awful lot with it. She could send the boy 
to a pretty good school, and everything.” 

“I’ve got to have time to work this out,” Tom said. “Look, Cae- 
sar, you’ve always been a decent guy. I’ve got to tell my wife — you 
can understand that. And it’s not going to be easy. I’ve got to have 
time.” 

“Sure, Mr. Rath,” Caesar said earnestly. “Maria’s all right for 
now — Gina’s mother can take care of her. You’ve got no need to 
hurry.” 

“It might take me a few weeks,” Tom said. “I’ve got to pick the 
right time to tell my wife.” 

“It’s none of my business, Mr. Rath, but aren’t you going to 
make a lot of trouble for yourself? By telling your wife, I mean.” 

» “Could you send money somewhere every month without telling 
your wife?” 

“No, I guess I couldn’t. I sure hope this doesn’t make trouble 
for you, though. I know Maria wouldn’t want that.” 

“I’ve got a good wife,” Tom said. “I don’t think there’s going to 
be any taouble. I’ve* just got to pick the right time.” 

“Mr. Rath, I’d like to say this,” Caesar replied awkwardly. “We’re 
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grateful to you — Maria and Gina and I. We know you don’t have 
to do it, there’s nothing that could make you. I don’t know whether 
it will rAean anything to you or not, but Gina and I arc going to 
pray for you, and I know Maria will.” 

“Maria already has,” Tom said. “Now listen. You may not hear 
from me for quite a while. But I’ll get in touch with you, and I’ll 
make some kind of arrangement for Maria. I’ll probably do it 
through a bank or a lawyer. I’ll write her a note, but I want to 
make some kind of permanent arrangement.” He paused in confu- 
rion. “It would be kind of difficult for everybody if I had to write 
her every month,” he concluded. 

“What if your wife won’t let you do anything? I better not tell 
Maria until you’re sure.” 

“No, you better not. We better wait and see.” 

There WrtS aa interval of silence before the waiter came to take 
their orders. 

/‘You want anything to eat?” Tom asked Caesar. 

Caesar shook his head. “I got to be getting back,” he replied. 

“Me too,” Tom said. He paid the check for the drinks. They left 
the restaurant and huri icd off in different directions. 

That afternoon Tom had a vicious headache. He threw himself 
into his work and missed his regular train home. While he waited 
for another train in Grand Central Station, he went to a drug- 
store and swallowed two aspirins. Finding that they didn’t help 
much, he went to the Hotel Commodore bar and drank too many 
Martinis. When he finally got home, Betsy looked at him with 
astonishment and concern. “Tommy,” she said, “what’s the matter 
with you? Vou look terrible.” 

“I guess I just got a little stdmach upset,” he said. ‘‘I think Wl go 
upstairs and lie down.” 

Without saying more, he walked up to the big bedroom. Taking 
off only his shoes, he lay down on the wide four-poster bed. All 
the objects in the room seemed to swirl before his cy^s. The paint- 
ings of his father and grandfather as children, the old mandolin in 
its cracked leather case on the top shflf of the corner bookcase, and 
an electric clock on the bureau blurred and wavered. He shut 
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eyes. In the quiet room he could hear his wrist watch ticking. A few 
moments later Betsy came in and looked at him worriedly. “Should 
I call a doctor?” she asked. 

“No,” he replied, shaking his head. “I guess I just drank a little 
too much. I was tired, and when I missed my train, I stopped at 
the bar in the station.” 

“You shouldn’t,” she said. “It*s not adult, Tommy 1 And when 
you drink like this, I fee^^ as though we were in different worlds. 
You haven’t even told me about your trip to California, and now 
the kids and I will have to cat siippcr without you. I wish you’d 
quit drinking, if only because it makes me feel so lonely.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said. He stretched out and stared up at the 
crocheted canopy overhead. Betsy left the room. A moment later 
she came balk, and he felt something cool on his forehead. He put 
his hand up and found a damp towel she had placed there. 
“Thanks ” he said. 

“Would an ice bag help?” 

“This is fine.” 

“Did Hopkins say anything to you that worries you?” 

“No— everything is fine with Ralph. I’m not worried about my 
job at all. I’ll talk to you about it later.” 

“Please don’t drink any more,” she said. 

1 won t. 

“I don’t like to see you like this. It makes me feel awful.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“We’ve got so much work to do. I promised I’d help mail pam- 
phlets for the school.” 

“After the school election can I talk with you,?” 

“Wiiat about?” 

“Never mind now. It’s funny you said you were lonely. We’ve 
both been lonely so long.” 
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39 


It was Indian summer. The day of the school election turned out to 
be warm and clear. After an early breakfast, Tom and Betsy took the 
children with them and went to the Town Hall to vote. Ahead of 
them waited a long line of commuters, the young and ambitious, the 
old and successful, and the tired of all ages, standing in line to vote 
yes or no on whether to tax themselves for the construction of a new 
school. They were polite, excusing themselves elaborately when they 
jostled each other and pointedly refraining from commenting on the 
issue at hand. 

On the way home after they had voted, Tom and B^sy passed a 
white sound Luck. “Vote no on the school!” it was blaring. “Vote 
against high taxes and poorly planned school programmes!” A block 
ahead was another sound truck shouting, “Vote yes on the school! 
Our children deserve the best!” Apparently the two trucks were fol- 
lowing each other around town, bleating like moose in the mating 
season. 

Tom left Betsy and the children at the house and hurried to the 
station to go to work. On the train he looked once more at the photo- 
graph of Maria and h^r son. Then he read his newspaper, all of it, 
from headlines about wars and incipient wars to the comics. When 
he got to his office, he worked all day, getting together plans for the 
first meeting of the mental-health committee. 

At six o’clock he took the train back to South Bay and again ex- 
amined the photograph, which was becoming stained and creased. 
Before going home he stopped at the Town Hall, where Berj;istein 
and a group of other officials were about to close the polls and an-* 
nounce the count on the voting machines. A quiet crowd was as- 
sembling in the building. Tom saw both Parkington and Bugala. A 
few last-minute voters hurried in, and then there was a hush while 
an elderly town councilman consulted his watch and declared the 
voting at an end. Three rather self-conscious officials began fo inspect 
the voting machines, and there was a long wait. Bernstein walked to 
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the head of the hall, and a small man handed him three pieces of pa- 
per. Bernstein cleared his throat. “On machine number one,** he an- 
nounced, “the vote is seven hundred and forty-two yes Lnd four 
hundred and forty-three no!' 

There was a ragged cheer from the crowd. Bernstein read the 
counts on the other two machines, which did not differ markedly 
from the first. “It looks as though the vote on the school is yes by a 
margin of almost two to 9ne/’ he said. 

There was another cheer, and a rising hum of conversation. Old 
Parkington headed toward the door without comment. Bugala 
grinned at Tom and shouldered his way through the crowd toward 
him. “It looks like we got it made,” he said. 

“I hope so,” Tom replied. “Let’s get together tomorrow.” Hur- 
riedly he hciidcd home. Just as he reached the sidewalk, Bernstein 
caught up with him. “Say, Tom,” he said. “Have a beer with me.?” 

“Sure.” 

They went to a bar across the street. When two glasses of beer were 
before them, Bernstein said, “Well, we got the school. The people in 
this town have more sense than they’re given credit for.” 

“I guess they do.” 

“Now about this zoning problem of yours. I’ll be glad to call a 
meeting of the board next week if you want to submit your, peti- 
tion.” 

“Do you think they’ll approve it.?” 

“I can’t tell you that. As a friend of yours, all I can say is that, in 
my opinion, now would be a good time to submit it.” 

“Thanks,” Tom said. “If you don’t mind, I think I’ll hurry back 
and tell Betsy.” 

Thft old Ford knocked as he drove it fast up the steep winding hill, 
past the great outcroppings of rock. When he got to the house, Betsy 
came to the front door to meet him. She had brushed her hair until it 
shone and had put on a crisp white blouse. She smiled, and he found 
he didn’t want to keep secrets from her any more. Now is the time, 
he thought. The housing project’s not sure yet, but nothing’s ever 
sure. NoW is the time I’ll have faith. 

“Did we get the school.?” she called as he came toward her. 
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“Yes,” he said. 

“Wonderful!” she exclaimed. “If Bugala is right . . 

“I waflx to talk to you,” he said. 

“What about 

“I’ve got something important I want to talk over with you. Let’s 
go up to our room.” 

“Is something the matter?” 

“Its nothing about the project ” 

“Can you wait a minute ? I’ll put the kids to bed.” 

* “I’ll wait in our room,” he said. 

“Is it anything serious? You’re acting so strange!” 

“I’m all right. I don’t want to worry you. It’s just something we’ve 
got to talk over.” 

“I’ve fed the kids, but I’ve got* dinner waiting for yoii,” sue said. 
“Don’t you want anything to cat?” 

“Later. Come to our room when you can.” 

he went upstairs Barbara and Pete, already in ihcir pyjamas, 
ran to mee. him. He kissed them and went in to say good night to 
Jancy, who was already half asleep. 

“Come on, kids,” Betsy said. “To bed!” 

“We haven’t had a story yet!” Janey said, waking up. 

“I’ll read you a short one.” 

Tom went into the big bedroom and sat down nervously on the 
edge of the bed. He could hear Betsy in the next room quietly read- 
ing a story about Winnie the Pooh. He put his hand in his pocket, 
took out the letter from Maria, and for perhaps the hundredth time 
examined the photograph. There was the child, big-eyed, serious, 
dressed. with that pathetic and grotesque gentility, staring out at 
him solemnly, the image of “The Senator” as a young boy. Beside 
her son, Maria looked proud and serene. He stuffed the photograph 
and the letter back in the envelope and put them in his pocket. 

It was about fifteen minutes before Betsy came in. She was pale 
and suddenly seemed to him to be as fragile as a girl ii^her teens. He 
realized he had scared her. Getting to his feet with clumsy politeness, 
he said, “I don’t want you to be frightened,” and immediately real- 
ized that those were hardly the words to reassure her. 
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“Why are you being so mysterious?” 

“I don’t know if I should talk to you about this. I don’t know 
what else to doftt isn’t just the money — I don’t like to do things be- 
lind your back.” 

“Behind ray back?” 

“It was all such a long time ago,” he said helplessly. 

“What was?” 

He had an impulse simply to give her Maria’s letter and the photo- 
graph, but decided that would be cruel. There was an awkward 
silence which he realized must be gainful to her. 

‘"There was a child,” he began. 

“A child?” 

“During the war. In Rome.” 

“What chiM?” 

“A child of mine.” 

“You had a child?” 

“Yes.” , . 

She said nothing. He had the strange feeling that he had not 
spoken, that the secret was still his. “I wasn’t sure,” he said. "I didn’t 
know where she was. I didn’t know for sure until I got this letter.” 

“A letter?” 

He gave her the 'letter. Her face was pale but expressionless as she 
read it. Then she took the photograph out of the envelope and stared 
at it. 

“Was this the woman?” 

“Yes,” 

“Did you love her?" 

“I can’t explain it. You can’t possibly have any idea what the war 
was like.” * 

“We’ve never talked about it.” 

“I can’t. Do you want me to tell you horrors? I wouldn’t have 
brought this up at all if it weren’t . . .” 

“What do you want to do?” 

“I’m going to support this child,” he said. “I’ve thought it over, 
and I’m going to send him a hiindred dollars a month. I guess what 
I syant is your blessing.” 
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‘‘My blessingr she said, her voice rising suddenly. 

“Betsy, do you want me to apologize for this child? So much hap- 
pened cjjjring the war! It’s strange I should have to apologize for 
this. I killed seventeen men. I cut the throat of a German boy eighteen 
years old, and I killed Hank Mahoney, my best friend, because I 
threw a hand grenade too fast. I’m not ashamed of it, but for having t 
a child I feel terrible. What do you want me to tell you?” 

“All of it,” she said. “I want you to tell me all of it. You can’t just 
come and tell me you had a child in Italy, and that’s that. If you don’t 
jtelFme now. I’ll wonder about it the rest of my life. Where did you 
meet the girl in that photograph 

“In Rome.” 

** Where in Rome?” 

“In a bar.” 

“Was it a formal introduction, or did you just pick her up?” 

“Goddamn it,” he said. “Don’t let’s make this any harder than 
it has to be.” 

* ’m not making it harder than it has to be! Was she just an ordi- 
nary pickup? Were you drunk. Tommy?” 

“I wasn’t drunk. I was scared. And so was she. She was eighteen 
years old. Her parents had been burned to death before her eyes. She 
was broke and hungry. Now let this thing alone.” 

“No,” she said. “I want to know. How many times did you sleep 
with her?” 

“I lived with her,” he said. “I lived with her for two months.” 

“When?” 

“In 1944.” 

“When in 1944?” 

“December and part of Janjiary of the next year.” 

“The turn of the year,” she said. “You know something. Tommy 
I almost went crazy worrying about you those months. I suppose 
that’s rather funny. You didn’t write. It was the first time I’d gone 
that long without letters. I didn’t hear from you for three months, 
ni never forget that. I was so worried that I got your grandmother 
to try to pull some strings in Washington and find out where you 
were. It didn’t work — we couldn’t find out a thing. I used to jump 
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every time the telephone or doorbell rang, for fear it was a telegram 
for me from the War Department. I can remember trying to write 
you letters during those months. It isn’t easy to write letters when 
you’re not getting any, and when you’re sure in your heart that the 
man you’re writing is dead. There wasn’t much for me to write 
about. I can remepiber trying to be cheerful, not to let you know I 
was worried. What did you do with my letters when you were liv- 
ing with her ? Did the two of you lie in bed and read them together 
for laughs?” 

“Don’t,” he said. 

“No, I want to know. What did^ou do with my letters when you 
were living with her?” 

“I don’t think I got them until I got to New Guinea. The mail 
was pretty n^xed up for us while wc were on the move.” 

“Was she pretty, Tommy?” 

“Not as pretty as you. Look at the picture and sec for yourself.” 

“Was she better in bed than I am?” 

“Stop it.” 

“Did she have a good figure? Were her breasts better than mine?” 

“Why do you torture yourself?” 

“I want an answer.” 

“I did not love her as much as I love you.” 

“You’re lying a little, aren’t you? Do you catch yourself wishing for 
her when you’re making love to me?” 

“Try to be adult about this,” he said. “I’m not the only man to 
leave a child behind during the war. There are hundreds of thou- 
sands of war children in Japan and Italy and Germany. There are 
more in France and England and Australia. Anywhere the men 
were jent out to fight, quite a few ended up becoming fathers. Call 
’it a practical joke of nature. The human race goes on, in spite of it- 
self. That’s a dirty thing, I suppose. Wars are full of dirt.” 

“You sound almost righteous when you talk about it.” 

“I find it hard to be really ashamed. When I met Maria I thought I 
was never going to see you again. Do you know what it’s like to be 
scared right down to the bottom of your guts ? Do you know what 
it’s like to be sure beyond the shadow of a doubt that you’ll be killed 
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on the next jump, or the jump after that? And do you know what 
it’s like to be half afraid of yourself, to know in your heart that the 
last maniyou killed was killed with pleasure? Do you know how a 
corpse grins? When you sec enough of that grin, everything decent 
in the world seems a joke. The dead always have the last laugh — 
Mahoney, a man I killed, told me that once when we were in Ger- 
many together. The dead always have the last laugh. I’m not trying 
to shock you, Betsy, but you’ve got to understand that having a 
chiM doesn’t seem to me to be so bad. ^^aybc I’ve got everything 
twisted backward. Ever since the war, it’s been as though I were 
trying to figure something out. I^c never been able to get it quite 
clear in my mind, but I keep feeling just the way I did when I was 
about to make a jump and knew a lot of us were going to get killed. 
I keep having the same feeling I.had when I killed Ha^^k Mahoney, 
the feeling iha^ ihe world is nuts, that the whole world is absolutely 
insane.” 

^ “And now you’ve done your bit to straighten things out,” Betsy 
sai5. “A few more illegitimate children, and everything will be fine.” 

“All right — I don’t make sense. But love, even when it’s three 
quarters lust, does not seem to me to be as bad as lots of things I’ve 
seen. I don’t love Maria any more — you don’t have to worry about 
that. But she was with me when I didn’t have a hope in the world. 
Shc was the only good thing that happened to me in the whole war, 
and we had a child. Dirty or not, that still seems a kind of miracle to 
me. What do you want me to do, forget it? Maria hasn’t got any 
legal hold on me. I can just tell her to go to hell. Probably if worst 
came to worst and she sued me, 1 could prove she was a prostitute. 
Would that make you feel any cleaner? I can write her now and tell 
her 1 don’t believe this chiki is mine. One more act of brutality 
wouldn’t change the world. But I’m not going to do it. I can’t 
anything about the state of the world, but I can put my own life in 
order. The only really dirty part about an illegitimate child is that 
usually the father doesn’t support it. This is one decent thing I’m go- 
ing to do, if I never do anything else, and I hope you^ll help me.” 

“Go ahead and send him money,” ishe said. “I’m not trying to stop 
you. You have my blessing. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” 
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‘‘I didn’t think you’d be bitter.” 

“I’m not bitter, but things haven’t been very good since you got 
out of the service, have they? Is Maria the reason? Let’s honest 
about it. We haven’t had much of a life together. You and I seem 
to have learned a lot of things since the war — a lot of things I don’t 
want to know. We’ve learned to drag along from day to day with- 
out any real emotion except worry. We’ve learned to make love with- 
out passion. We’ve even learned to stop fighting together, haven’t 
we? We haven’t had a /eal good fight since you threw that vase 
against the wall a year ago. We used to fight a lot when we were first 
married, but we don’t really care ciough to fight any more, do we? 
I haven’t even cried for months. I think I’ve forgotten how to cry. 
All I know how to do nowadays is be responsible and dutiful and de- 
liberately cheerful for the sake of the children. And all you know 
how to do i? work day and night and worry. You give a good ser- 
mon on love, but I haven’t seen much of it around here. It’s a great 
life, isn’t it? Was it that way with Maria?” 

He began pacing nervously up and down the room. “I know 
things haven’t been good since the war,” he said. “I think they’re go- 
ing to be better. We’re not going to have to worry so much about 
money.” 

“Did you worry about money when you were with Maria 

“Maria was part of the war. I can’t explain that to you.” 

“Sure, I don’t know anything about war. All I know is the wife’s 
side of it — four years of sitting around waiting, believing that 
faithfulness is pai t of what you call love. All I know is that I bved 
on the belief that everything would be marvellous after the war, and 
that we’ve both been half dead ever since you got home.” 

“Stop it,” he said. “We’re going to have a good life together.” He 
^ut hii arm around her, but suddenly she twisted free and fled from 
the room and down the stairs. He followed her. She ran out the 
front door. There was brilliant moonlight on the tall grass and on 
the distant waters of the Sound, She ran through the dark shadows 
of the rock garden toward the old carriage house, where the car was 
parked. He caught -her just before she got there, but she whirled and 



hit him on the mouth with her dcnchcd fist. He kissed her and she 
bit him hard. He put his hand up to his mouth. When he took it 
down, ttfcrc was blood on it. 

‘‘Did Maria kiss like that?” she asked. 

Without saying anything, he grabbed her. She twisted away, tear- 
ing open the shoulder of her blouse. He caught her around the waist, 
pulled her down in the tall grass, and lay beside her with one arm 
imprisoning her. 

“IjV'c can still fight, can’t we?” she said, struggling to free her- 
self. “Is that the one thing we’ve ggt left?” 

He stroked her hair. “Hush,” he said. The grass smelled sweet. 

“Let me go,” she said, almost wrenching herself free. He threw 
himself across her and, feeling her fingers digging into his back, 
kissed her hard. Suddenly she bifrst into tears and, burning her face 
in his neck, clung tu him like a child. Her whole body was quaking. 

“It’s all right,” he said over and over again. “Everything’s all 
rigJjt.” 

There was no ar iW'-r but her sobs. It took a long time for them 
to subside. After an instant of complete silence she said, “Now let me 

go-” 

He released her and she lay full length in the grass. Her face, 
still tear streaked, was bright in the moonlight. Her blouse was 
shredded at one shoulder, and on her other shoulder there was a 
dark blood stain on the white cloth, where he had held her. She was 
breathing hard. “Leave me alone for a little while, will you.?” she 
said. “Go in the house and let me be by myself for a while. I’ve got a 
lot to think out.” 

“Come in the house with me.” 

She propped herself up on*her elbows slowly. “No. I’m net sure 
what we should do. Maybe you should take a few weeks off and fly 
over to Italy and see Maria. When you came back, we could decide 
what’s right.” 

“I don’t want to go to Italy. I want to stay here with you.” 

“Perhaps I should go off by myself for a few days. It might help 
me to get things clear in my mind.” * 
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“Fvc got a better idea. Let’s get Mrs. Manter to take care of the 
kids for a week. We could buy a new car and take a drive up through 
Vermont together.” 

“I don’t know. Give me some time to think. Go in the house — FIl 
be in after a while.” 

“I don’t want to.” 

“Please.” 

“All right.” He kissed her gently and walked slowly through the 
moonlight toward the shadows of the house. Just before he went in- 
side, he turned and saw her walking forlornly through the long 
grass toward the distant row of pines, like a ghost in the moonlight. 
He started to go after her but thought better of it. After sitting in 
the living room and smoking a cigarette, he went to the front door 
and looked put. There was no sign of her. Restlessly he went to 
the kitchen and put some ice in a glass. He poured a drink, carried 
it upstairs, and lay down on his bed. Maybe when I finish this drink 
she’ll be back, he thought, and sipped it slowly. He had just drained 
the glass when he heard the car start. He dashed down the stairs 
and ran outside. In the moonlight he saw the old Ford back vio- 
lently out of the carriage house. He ran toward it, but before he got 
there, it jerked ahead, its lights flashed on, and with its engine 
roaring in second gear, it careened down the hill. The thought of his 
father speeding down that same hill toward the waiting rocks at the 
turn so many years before gripped his mind, and he started running. 
Ahead of him the red tail light winked in the night. Abruptly it 
disappeared as the car rounded the first turn. There was no crash. 
He climbed the great red rocks glistening in the moonlight and 
could see the car continuing down the road more slowly. He 
watched until it vanished into the darkness. After standing there 
a long while to sec if she would come back, he returned to the house 
and lay fully dressed on the bed. There was nothing to do but wait. 
Maybe she’ll telephone and tell me what she plans to do, he thought, 
but the only sound was the sombre striking of the grandfather clock 
downstairs. 
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It was two o’clock in the morning when the telephone finally rang. 
He leaped to answer it. “Hello,” he said, “Is that you, Betsy?” 
“Yes,”. she said in a small voice. “The car broke down.” 

He started to laugh with relief. “That’s^a good old car,” he said. 
“It won’t take you away from me.” 

' ‘*1 was trying to get home — I ^^as trying to get home as fast as I 
could. I just wanted to get away by myself and drive for a while. I got 
everything figured out in my mind and was on my way home when 
the engine made an awful noise and stopped.” 

“Where are you?” 

“A little wa^ beyond Westport.” 

“Where are you calling from?” 

.‘The police station. The car broke down on the Merritt Parkway. 

I was walking along the road trying to find a telephone, when a pa- 
trol car stopped and picked me up. I showed them where I had left 
the car, and they wanted to see my driver’s licence and registration. 

I don’t have them with me.” 

“Tell the cops to have the car hauled to a garage, and we’ll turn it 
in on a new one tomorrow. And take a taxi home as soon as you 
can.” 

“I don’t know if the cops will let me go.” 

“That’s ridiculous. Are there any charges against you?” 

“They say they’re just holding me for driving without my licence 
and registration, but they seem to think there’s something suspicious 
about me. I guess I’m not vcry*well dressed at the moment. The)^ keep 
asking me where I got this blood stain on my sleeve and how m* 
blouse got torn.” 

“They probably think you’ve been in an accident,” he said, laugh- 
ing. 

“Don’t laugh. I want to come home. I feel awful and I want to 
come home.” 

“Let me talk to the cops,” he said. 
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“Just a minute ” 

There was a short delay before a gruff voice said, “Sergeant Hag- 
gerty speaking.” 

“My name is Rath, Thomas Rath in South Bay,” Tom said. “I 
want you to call a cab for my wife and let her come right home. If 
there’s any difficulty about it. I’ll have Judge Saul Bernstein here get 
in touch with yoii immediately and straighten it out.” 

“No difficulty,” the voice said. “We just thought it was peculiar, 
girl walking along the rbad alone late at night like that. We just 
wanted to make sure everything was all right.” 

“Everything’s fine. Please have (ne car towed to a garage and call 
her a cab.” 

“Be glad to. You a friend of Judge Bernstein’s?” 

“Sure am.” 

“Give him my best 'when you see him — name’s Haggerty. And 
tell your wife to bring her licence and registration with her after this 
when she goes out driving alone late at night.” 

“I will. Let me talk to her again, will you?” 

“Okay,” Haggerty said. “Just a minute,” 

“You’re out of hock,” Tom said when Betsy came on the line. 
“They’re going to call you a cab. Come home. I can’t wait to see 
you.” 

“I’ll be there as soon as I can. I’ve been an awful fool. Tommy. I 
know that.” 

“Anybody can forget a driver’s licence,” he said. “Hurry home 
and we’ll talk then.” 

He went outside and sat down on the front doorstep. The moon- 
light was still bright on the long grass and on the water of the 
Sound, lying ruffled by a rising moriyng breeze. He lit a cigarette 
,^ind Watched the sn^okc float lazily off in the moonlight. After 
about a half hour, he heard a car approaching. Bright headlights 
flashed across the driveway, and a taxi stopped in front of the house. 
The back door swung open, and Betsy jumped out. She ran immedi- 
ately to him. Neither of them spoke. The silence was broken after 
about thirty seconds by the taxi driver clearing his throat. Tom 
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paid'him. When the taxi had gone, he turned to Betsy. “Don’t let’s go 
in yet,” he said. “It’s too nice a night out.” 

They Walked over to the stone wall and sat with their backs 
against it. He kissed her. “There arc some things I have to say,” she 
said. “Don’t kiss me again, or I’ll never say them.” 

“Nothing has to be said now.” 

“This must be said. Tonight while I was driving alone, I realized 
for the first time what you went through in the war, and what dif- 
ferent worlds we’ve been living in ever since. I’m sorry I acted like 

ackd.” 

“I love you.” 

“You’re right about helping your boy in Italy. Of course we should 
do all we can.” 

“I love you.” 

“He shculd have a good education and everything he needs. Do 
they have trouble getting enough food and medicine and clothes 
o¥ei^ there? We should find out what he needs and send it. We 
shouldn’t just send mf)ncy.” 

“I love you more than I can ever tell.” 

“I want you to be able to talk to me about the war. It might help 
us to understand each other. Did you really kill seventeen men ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you want to talk about it now?” 

“No. It’s not that I want to and can’t — it’s just that I’d rather 
think about the future. About getting a new car and driving up to 
Vermont with you tomorrow.” 

“That will be fun. It’s not an insane world. At least, our part of 
it doesn’t have to be.” 

“Of course not.” 

“We don’t have to work and worry all the time. It’s been our own 
fault that we have. Whats been the matter with us?” 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I guess I expected peace to be nothing 
but a time for sitting in the moonlight with you like ihis, and I was 
surprised to find that this isn’t quite all there is to it.” 

“I disappointed you.” 
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“Of course you didn't. I was my own disappointment. I really 
don't know what I was looking for when I got back from the war, 
but it seemed as though all I could see was a lot of bright young 
men in grey flannel suits rushing around New York in a frantic 
parade to nowhere. They seemed to me to be pursuing neither 
ideals nor happiness — they were pursuing a routine. For a long 
while I thought I was on the side lines watching that parade, and 
it was quite a shock to glance down and sec that I too was wearing 
a grey flannel suit. Then I met Caesar, running an elevator. He’s 
the one who knew about Maria — he went through most of the war 
with me. There was Caesar in his purple uniform, staring at me in 
my grey flannel suit and reminding me, always reminding me, that 
I was betraying almost everyone I knew.” 

“I wish I fould have helped you.’’ 

“You did help me — you and Caesar. I needed a great deal of 
assistance in becoming an honest man. If you hadn’t persuaded me 
to play it straight with Ralph, I would be thinking differently noy^. 
By a curious coincidence, Ralph and a good deal of the rest of the 
world have seemed honest to me ever since I became honest with 
myself. And if I hadn’t met Caesar, I don’t think 1 ever would have 
had the courage to tell you about Maria. I would have gone on, 
becoming more and more bitter, more and more cynical, and I don’t 
know where that road would have ended. But now I’m sure things 
arc going to be better. I’ve become almost an optimist.” 

“I’m glad we’re going to have a week to ourselves. Where arc we 
going in Vermont?” 

“I know a place where we can rent a cabin by a lake a thousand 
miles from nowhere. The foliage on the mountains wdl be beautiful 
this t|mc of the year. If we get a few more days of Indian summer, 
It may not be too late for a swim. The nights will be cold, and 
we’ll sleep by an open fire.” 

“Do you love me?” 

“A little.” 

“Don’t tease me. Do you like the way I look?" 

“You’/e beautifid. You never used to like to have me tell you 

that.” 

# 
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“I want to hear it now. Often. Tell me again that I am beautiful.” 

“Every time I look at you, you arc a delight to me. Every night 
when I get off the train and see you, I want to tell you that. I 
haven’t for years, because you told me once that you would rather 
have other compliments.” 

“I guess when I decided to be a fool, I had to play it big.” 

“You’ve not been as foolish as I,” he said, and pulled her down be- 
side him in the fragrant grass and kissed hey. A sudden puff of wind 
set the long ends of the grass shivering all around him. She shud- 
dered. “You’re cold,” he said. “I’ll ukc you in now.” 

“No. Hold me tight.” 

“You’re trembling. Why?” 

“I don’t know. 1 feel as though we almost died and have just been 
rescued.” 

“We’re noi jcing to worry any more. No matter what happens, 
we’ve got a lot to be grateful for.” 

“When I think of all you’ve been through, I’m afraid.” 

‘‘l5on't be . The dead don’t have the last laugh. It’s the children left 
by the dead and the survivors who laugh last, and their laughter is 
not sardonic. Ever since you came back to me tonight, I’ve been re- 
membering a line from a poem that used to sound ironic and bitter. 
It doesn’t sound that way any more. Tonight, for a little while at 
least, I feel it’s true.” 

“What is it?” 

“ ‘God’s in his heaven’,” he said, “ ‘all’s right with the world.’ ” 



At eleven-thirty the next morning Judge Saul Bernstein got a tele- 
phone call from Tom Rath. “I’m just about to leave town for a week, 
but I’d like to drop down and sec you first,” Tom said. “I wafit your 
help on a very personal problem.” 
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"Come ahead/’ Bernstein said. "rU be expecting you.” He hung up 
and tried to concentrate on the tax form he was completing for a 
client. Tom’s call troubled him. He had had many people^elephone 
to ask immediate help on “a very personal problem,” and the ap- 
proaching brip Tom mentioned was also a bad sign. To Bernstein it 
all sounded like^the usual preliminaries to a divorce case. Divorce 
cases always saddened Bernstein, and the thought of Betsy and Tom 
Rath dissolving their marriage especially bothered him. He liked 
them and he thought that with three young children they had no 
business splitting up. I wonder what I might do to talk them out of 
it, he thought, and felt a few ^warning twinges of pain in his 
stomach. 

Ten minutes later when Tom walked into his office, Bernstein was, 
surprised t^ sec that for a man presumably on the verge of divorce, 
he appeared indecently cheerful. "Good morning!” Tom boomed 
heartily. “Beautiful day, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Bernstein said uneasily. "What can I do for you?” 

“Mind if we go into your inner office?” Tom asked, glancing at 
Bernstein’s secretary. 

“No,” Bernstein said. "Go right ahead.” His stomach began to 
ache quite badly now. People who wanted to go to the inner office 
even before namjng the nature of their business quite often wanted 
to discuss divorce. He followed Tom into the small boot-lined 
room, and they both sat down. 

“I came to you with this because it would be a little embarrassing 
to discuss with strangers, and I’m sure you’ll understand,” Tom be- 
gan. 

“I hope so,” Bernstein said dubiously. 

“The situation is simply this. During the war I had an illegitimate 
child in Italy. He’s ocen on my mind a lot, but I haven’t been ab- 
solutely sure of his existence until recently. Now I want to send 
his mother a hundred dollars a month for his support — they're in 
real need. When this housing project of ours goes through. I’m going 
to establish a trust fund, but right now I want to take it out of in- 
come. think it Would be lejts awkward for everyone concerned if 
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wcsct up some mechanism for having the cheques sent regularly by a 
bank, or perhaps you could do it.*’ 

“Are ymu trying to make this an anonymous gift?” Bernstein 
asked somewhat guardedly. 

“For tlie sake of propriety I don’t want it talked abdut all over 
town, and I don’t particularly trust the discretion of the local bank, 
but the person who will get the money will know who it’s from. 
There’s no need to keep anything a secret fiom her.” 

Bernstein cleared his throat. “You intend this to be a permanent 
arrangement?” he asked. 

“Certainly. At least until the boy has finished his education.” 

“It might be possible for you to receive considerable tax benefits by 
having the child legally declared a dependent,” Bernstein said. “You 
ought to look into that if you plan anything permanent” 

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Tom replied. “Fix it up for me if you 
can, will you? Might as well get all the tax benefits I can.” 

“It might be necessary for you to admit paternity,” Bernstein said. 
“That might leave vou open to further claims by the child’s mother, 
and it might pose certain problems for you in filling out your tax 
returns.” 

“I’m not worried about further claims. What would the difficulty 
be with the tax returns?” 

“It might be hard to keep the matter a complete secret here,” 
Bernstein said somewhat cmbarrasscdly. “Especially if you file joint 
tax returns which your wife has to sign.” 

“Betsy already knows all about it,” Tom said. “She and I arc doing 
this together.” 

“You arc?” Bernstein said, unable to preserve his professional air 
of detachment any longer. 

“I know this must sound a little odd to you,” Tom said, “but I 
met a girl in Italy during the war, and I’ve told Betsy all about it. 
The child the girl had needs help, and Betsy and I arc going to send 
it. I suppose that may be a little unconventional, but tp us it seems 
like simple justice.” 

For a moment Bernstein didn’t say ^inything. Misinterpreting his 
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silence as censure, Tom said a little stiffly, 'This is a matter of con- 
science with me, and I don’t intend to try to justify it to anyone. 
Betsy and I are driving up to Vermont this afternoon, an^ I would 
appreciate it if you could arrange to have the cheques sent. In this 
envelope brought the money for three months and the name and 
address I want it $ent to. What will you charge me for handling the 
matter?” 

“Nothing,” Bernstein ;*aid. 

“What?” 

“No charge.” 

“Why not?” 

Bernstein smiled. “I like what you call ‘simple justice,’” he said. 
“The kind I generally deal with is so complex.” 

“Thanks,J’ Tom said. Suddenly the air was charged with emotion. 
Bernstein got up and Tom grabbed his hand. “Thanks!” he said 
again. “I’ve got to be running. Betsy’s been shopping, but she’s prob- 
ably waiting outside for me now. We’re heading up to Vermont*” 

He dashed out the door. Bernstein’s stomach wasn’t aching any 
more. He walked slowly to the window of his office and stood look- 
ing down at the street. Betsy, with her arms full of bundles, was just 
coming down the sidewalk. Bernstein watched as Tom hurried to- 
ward her. He saw them bow gravely toward each other as she trans- 
ferred the bundles to Tom’s arms. Then Tom straightened up and 
apparently said something to her, for suddenly she smiled radiantly. 
Bernstein smiled too. 
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